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This book is dedicated mainly to all those 
creatures of the wild, the human ones too, who 
have worked so hard, suffered so much, and so 
often died, in providing the material that may 
perhaps inspire others to come along too in the 

battles ahead. 


Preface 


t pure presumption on my part that I have not 
to my name appearing here as author. This is not 
г book at all. It is the work of all the other animals 
gested nearly everything, made the photographs 
c, and drew the other pictures by showing me how 
make the marks in the right places. I just filled in other 
bits here and there. But if anyone feels that any part of it 
is unfair to him, then I take all the blame and I am sorry. 
The pieces have been assembled in various lands and 
circumstances over the last five years, then worked up 
partly at the old home on the banks of the Tay in Scotland 
from where last century so many whaling and sealing vessels 
had gone out on voyages that were often hard going on 
humans and always harder on the other animals. The old 
typewriter continued on the far isle of Foula in the Shet- 
lands, once the home of the Sea eagle, and where the Allan 
skuas now provided a background with their cat cries as 
they skirmished over the heather, and the seals sang their 
storm songs at the foot of the mighty cliffs. Then it was 
at the Manse on the island of Papa Stour beside the Shet- 
land mainland, the home of Mr. and Mrs. James Isbister, 
a haven of peace while the wind so often howled outside 
in an atmosphere of peat reek. 

Periodically through it all, Professor A. О. Peacock with 
his staff of the Zoology Department in University College, 
Dundee, allowed me to drop anchor in the midst of their 
busy life, where the whales and seals were ever given kindly 
assistance in the working out of their many problems. The 
Universities Federation for Animal Welfare in London 
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came in with help immediately on my 
Antarctic. 

But it is difficult to know where to b 
expression of gratitude to those who 
in the work. Everywhere I have gone, at ] 
in far off seas and lands, I have had the gre 
From whaling gunners and crews, the 
pers ; everyone on such a vast stage who 
being made to alter conditions and hel 


volved, They nearly all realised that beni 2 
would benefit everyone, and the mer А 
resentment was very rare indeed. d 
Iam indebted in particular to Sir Vyvyan d 

а 


Whaling Limited for his great response an 
Leading the team he got together from 
its associates, Westley Richards, and othe: 
with those of his own Company, he made a 
reality. Had he seen this book script in its 
would have insisted on his own name being e 
valuable suggestions from him earlier, he s 
I shall not forget the happy comradesh 
Captain Begg and all his men on the mai 
factory ship Southern Harvester and her і 
vessels, Her owners Chr. Salvesen and Со 
with the buzzing of the many wild bees in 
tolerance. 
Many adventures I have had under the 
Pacific Steamships Ltd., a company for whi 
have great respect indeed. The kindness | 
Manager the late Captain R. N. Stuart V. 
and the General Superintendent Captain W. D; 
Montreal made my first journeyings to the 
Bald Eagle possible at very short notice. — 
The British Naval Weather Service kindl 
Weather and ice reporting before the Anta 
Admiralty Hydrographic Department, the F. 


PREFACE 


Dependencies Scientific Bureau, and the Research Depart- 

ment of the Foreign Office, have given every help in the 

bringing up te date of the Antarctic charts from which 
the maps were made, incorporating the recent work of the 

South Georgia Survey 1951-2 led by Duncan Carse. The 

Staffs of the British Museum of Natural History, the 

Ministry of Agriculture and Fisheries, the International 

Whaling Commission and the National Institute of Ocean- 
ography have never been too busy to help to settle points 
about our whales or penguins ; and Miss Dorothy Adamson 
of Dundee, in ploughing through much of the script, 
corrected so many of the wanderings of my pen. There 
were many kind people who supplied sustaining cups of tea 
as we all went along, and more sustaining encouragement. 

I am grateful to Mrs. George Bambridge and her 

publishers Macmillan and Company who have kindly 
allowed me to quote from her Father’s Just So Stories and 
The Jungle Book; and to Mrs. James Elroy Flecker and 
publishers William Heinemann for the reproduction of the 
lines from Hassan. 

Whale and Seal and the Penguin people and their friends 
do not at all like their very scientific Latin names, so these 
have been added only where there would otherwise be pos- 
sible confusion in cases where more than one common 
name has been applied by usage to the same person. They 
want me to thank everyone for them too. 

In laying this book humbly on the mat with a tentative 
wag of all that evolution has left of what was once a tail, it 
is to every boy and girl no matter of what age in mere years 
that we would appeal; that each one of us may come to 
make it a concern of our very own, whether or not the 

human animal can by its behaviour justify being included 
any longer in Nature’s plans for the Universe. 


‘THE AUTHOR’ 
Dundee 1954 
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Chinstrap penguin on his Fin whale | 

First Blue whale is hauled up 

Blue whale on deck 

11. The beauty of drifting bergs 
Looking astern from Harvester’s br 
Flensing the underside of a Fin whale a 


12. Male Fin showing the penis protruded 
External genitals of the female 
The Fin whale mammary gland 


IO. 


13. The goalkeeper with the ball 
Southern Wilcox in choppy seas 
We waited for news of Simbra 


14. As though amongst islands of dry land 
Ahead the Fin whales were swimmir 
The harpoon ricocheted 


4 


15. Fin whales running hard 

A school never seems to take the same 
action 

It can be a cold, cold job 


16. Closing in.—The gunner directing | 
A sickening slap as the harpoon disap, 
The struggle goes on a 


17. Looking down from the lookout barrel 
After a second harpoon К 
The end at last 
The body inflated and flagged 


18. Harpoon in the air 
Where the harpoon has difficul у 
‘The tail flukes are cut short 
Leopard shows mild interest 


19. We are intercepted by one of the А! 
Our Killer whale friends again. 
Part of the toll the industry takes 


Ho 


у the Path Began 


Hassan: And what of that to you or me, your Golden Journey 


to Samarkand? 

Ivuax: 1 am leaving this city of slaves, ... I have broken my 
lute and will write no more qasidahs in praise of the generosity of 
kings. I will try the barren road and listen for the voice of the 
emptiness of earth. And you shall walk beside me. 

J- E. FLECKER: Hassan 
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Is rr the right thing that still another book should be 
written, especially in days when so much paper is in demand 
for so many things? So many of those who have heard the 
story of Whale, and Penguin, and the others, have said— 
This must all be written, so much depends on it.—And 
others who have read part of it have said—It is no use, in 
an age of increasing fear, you cannot be so outspoken ; 
people don't want to hear these things.—But so often in 
past years, I have found that when I have lacked courage 
myself, I have been invariably my own worst enemy and 
found how very true it is that the only thing to be afraid of 
in this life is fear. So perhaps after all, this story may be 
justified, and in a world wherein the animal man is cruelly 
destroying everything around him at a tragic rate, I would 
humbly apologise only to the trees, sacrificed that the paper 
might be forthcoming ; explaining to them that I ask their 
help genuinely in the hope that other life may be saved. 

Our world wars of this century, the fighting and bickering 
going on now, and the threat of more and more to come, are 
fundamentally biological in origin. The eternal problem of 
a destructive animal species becoming so overcrowded that 
itsmembers have become unfriendly ina fight for living room. 
And as the years roll on, may those of us still able to stagger 
to our feet, encompassed more and more by the hell to 
which the ambitions of men can lead, come bit by bit to 
realise it is better to live, not as men have done in the past, 
but with humility as the other animals do. ? 

We discussed many things that last time, in the desert, 
in the air, and in little boats and rafts on the oceans after 

m 
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afterwards in the 
the torpedoes had arne A where the con 
Antarctic wastes. а: altered а little the names о 
are сод a if then a name fits any parti 
2 hd ADS er of the one involved, I hope it : 
eee has sooner rather than later to make a big ho 
in life, Either he concentrates on making Бег s 
little of his family, and having SUCCESS Mr across 
epitaph : or he puts money in the backgroun » or an 
other than where it will obstruct his vision, and aims to | 
the most out of life. He surely cannot do both. 
This book is partly in tribute to that happy band of ; 
too scientifically minded biologists who wander amongst the 
tribulations of this world, but who never grow old in 
process, because like so many of Nature’s children they h 
a kindly regard for each other and all the creatures 
share the world with us. Creatures from the tiniest insi 
with its own problems in life, to the great whales, all 
which man in his eternal selfishness seeks so often to dest: 
It is better to wander, for only away from the bi 
track can you hear clearly and obey the voice of Creati 


And as we stray from the main pathway, others ahead of 
have done the same and we ma 


Edward Wilson of the Antarcti 
Ing over the Beayer People, or 


iv 


pee à I can recognise a Mr, Milne with Mr. - 
А г. Carroll is listening while his 
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uch in evidence as its owner leans back i 
се of a burrow belonging to one of the loo Rane ті 
while he looks dreamily at the figure оп the кої. Аад 
closer inspection of the knoll reveals the figure to be a little 
Penguin. 
; In spite of what I remember my birth certificate once 
said, I think I must have been born somewhere ‘ahent a 
dyke’ as the Scottish description of the €vent goes, and then 
slept in a rabbit burrow, with permission from the owner, 
until too big to get in. Since then it has sometimes been à 
bed in the woods of the Scottish Highlands, or the lands of 
Africa, or on deck at sea under the stars, and there was the 
feeling of being at home and at peace. In the cities of men 
there have been times when there was no money for hotels, 
and the woods were far away. I have tried a newspaper 
groundsheet and dozed beside Peter Pan in London's Ken- 
sington Gardens, only to be told by an apologetic park 
warden that it wasn't done. And once when dollars were 
scarce it was the Central Park of New York. But these were 
too near the ceaseless horror of city traffic to bring peace. 
Gutting fish on the deck of a North Sea trawler in the small 
hours of a February morning was wet and cold, but more 
kindly on the nervous system. 
And now I have just returned from the great Canadian 
Wilderness sleeping in below-zero temperatures, occasion- 
ally with just an old worn canvas windbreak that did for a 
tent, and in my sleeping bag beside the sledge dogs. All of 
us were tired out and we slipped into oblivion to the lullaby 
of the silences. Close around our shelter, the Timber wolves, 
those fellow spirits of the wild, left their pad marks for us 
to sce as the dawn came up. How often these creatures are 
maligned by film producers, boys' story writers, and so 
called sportsmen alike. Wild animals?—I have not yet met 
any, and so far it would seem that only in the cities and 
haunts of men need you be much concerned about self 
defence. 


j тиз PATH! ав a civil engi 
| have had great E mechani 
have ike 
; burrowed " 
land y of Ben Neviss but never could un 


лоше , 
Mey ran thet 
to go without 
thought "a 
beaver in. Сапай? incer ane 

d through the eyes of an engl 
Mp ved M | then, on 
re 

km: и а: i os to doubt, then. 
resources genera ty» ý | ER ed. 
certainty that while in mamy places p 

to blossom, yet so many of our schemes 
Nature's house for a temporary material gain. 
surely а duty far beyond efficiency at the d 
Destruction of natural resources was perhaps 
times greater than anything saved in the careful 
works. Our Charter as Civil Engineers was formu 
the art of directing the Great Sources of Power in. 
for the use and convenience of man. Was thi: 
Without additional qualifying words, the spirit of it 
be so easily abused by economic opportunism, 
really take the trouble to study Nature and 
balance of life on which our existence depended; 
same time as we tried to direct her, was it 
duty to direct these fellow men to fit in with Ni 


avail was skilled engineering design when ci 
itself was being allowed to totter 

Ў as a b 
eyes? But there pei 


: were th i i 
тшш E ose who did not laugh 


nusings, а secing Council of the Institution 
Civil Eng i vir a 
P in London was giving it all В 


So often we h 


9 саг it said, as tho i Я 
achievement, that somehow se а edd a 
ature has a habit 


of dean а nation we muddle through. 
with any animal that iddia Реа ШИШЕ 


HOW THE PATH BEGAN vii 


q returning to Scotland I wondered as more hydro- 
electric schemes were taking shape, with much of the catch- 
spent areas of bare, treeless hills. Was it not a matter of 
"sency in many lands that we co-operate more with the 
Forestry people, that wherever possible these areas be again 
clothed with a blanket of trees that would assist in control 
of the rainfall, rather than we should have to build equip- 
ment to handle flood waters that need not occur? 

A conference with Doctor Wilfred Grenfell of Labrador, 
who wanted the land of his work planned for an air ambu- 
ance service, ended in my realising that some time in that 
country might involve an engineer having to do an einerg- 
ency appendix operation or an occasional amputation. So 
returned to my old University of St. Andrews, the 
University College in Dundee, to pick the brains of the 
long-suffering medical men. Those were days of world 
depression, and it ended in my staying on to graduate. But 
in medicine the story has been the same, the emphasis on 
quantity rather than quality, an animal despoiling its own 
means of survival. Could it be now that Nature, weary of it 
1, is going to let our too highly specialised atomic thinking 
brains accomplish the removal of much of this menacing 
civilisation? 

It was Т. E. Lawrence of Arabia who said at one period 
of his time in the desert: ‘Madness was very near, as I 
believe it would be near for the man who could see things 
through the veils at once of two customs, two educations, 
and two environments'—Lawrence, who now looks as 
though going the way of my friend Grey Owl and so many 
others, in arousing outspoken criticism only when no longer 
able to reply. Now, having been bound up with the atti- 
tude of man in so many parts of the world ; seen his S 
cruclties to defenceless creatures, including evil actions 
toward his own kind ; and particularly his greedy d 
tion of the resources Nature has provided, I have at disti © 
come close to Lawrence. Badly conducted, almost sadi 
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-neriments that I have known in more | 
were behind a facade of science; crue 
i» death of little wilderness creatures 
the fur trade, to that other symbol of man's 
explosive harpoon in whaling : these have 
when sleep was impossible in trying to 
question—what must I do about it? [ 
Nature is not generally cruel. The ‘red in toi 
picture is untrue, although exceptional cases. 
And as a rule only animals like our domestic c: 
ever learn destructive habits of killing in 
needs, through their contact with men. Even ou ] 
secuted fox so often earns the chickens and p 
occasionally enjoy by his control of damaging 
the human animal is the only one which really 
blood baths and torture for just the so-called fun o 


solve all the food 


wi at We are b, 
ho have not ad Б 
apte 
sea, and this s; pted themselves о 


15 time in the геа] depths 
fibre as well as > 


by stetilising hi ' 
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little immunity sure to cosmic rays 
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+ dinosaurs had a career of a hundred million 
has had a mere five million and looks like being 
ne the way out. But it is up to himself. The word 
ure vation’ has come more and more to the fore in 
scent years as OUT destruction of our habitat has all too 
“owl begun to sound the alarm gongs. But to be guilty 
of unnecessary cruelty is surely far worse than to die of 
varvation. Sad it is that rarely ever is anything done about 
2s ielty by those responsible, until being kinder proves to 
be economically attractive. That is part of the meanness of 


I he grea 
,rs, Man 
y on 


us as a species. з 
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This book may perhaps be described as the story of just the 
start of a life adventure which began vaguely, where it һай 
been a case of drifting along through the years; until at 
length a purposeful scheme seemed to evolve through no 
doing of my own. As in a car travelling a twisting country 
lane in the darkness, the headlights suddenly revealed the 
main road ahead, and the Antarctic whaling unfolded, with 
the hospitality of the little people of Penguin City: which 
became to me a parable, partly awake and partly dreaming 
as I may have been. The possible remaining years of life 
seem all too few to accomplish a fraction of what now cries 
out to be done. 

The battle has carried me to Canada, to the tragedy of 
the fur-trapping, made possible by thoughtlessness and 
selfish vanity ; to the callous methods of some of those in 
the Australian livestock industry, and the slaughterhouses 
in other countries, that nobody buying their meat ever 
questioned; on to the Pacific bordering on Alaska, 
where whales floundered their lives out in agony as 1n. the 
Antarctic ; and back to the Harp seals that died in my arm? 
far out on the pack ice off Labrador, mutilated by sealers 


bullets. | 
Then by the summer of 1949 it was into the United 
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States of America, fr a ont Scienti 
United Nations E eum 
Organisation, where the rep dy УШИ 
з partly ignorant, party 
jo . the animals, the trees 
carth's resources ; te, M. V ERD 
irre pathetic e ofa 
tly as the brain d 

fier wings. And my friend Alice МО 

representative of a humane society 1n 
after the conference and wrote : Е 
‘That giant child the United Nations, th 
in grace and wisdom, still takes hold of things 
handles, one of its earnest but fumbling е! 
Declaration of Human Rights ; for in this we 
asked everything we could think of for ours 
nothing for those undemanding comrades who s 
us our habitations and our burdens throughout | 
... Their rights should be declared no less urgent 
own.—And her final words: 'After listening 
weeks to those papers, and learning how igno 
greed and waste constitute a menace greater than | 
bomb to our survival on this planet, one came away 
and on tiptoe, treading on a crust thin as eg, 
constantly growing thinner. . . . Nor was the prot 
the animals at any time presented as an object Ёс 
except in respect to its material or intellectual advant 
mankind. , . . Ask ourselves if there are not resources | 
conserved which transcend the material ones ; the bea’ 

sre ни Пе oo hs и 

if pi psed in field and forest . . . we may ask ours 
Se are not of greater worth than anything which 
be derived for us by science from thei s a 
bodies? eir dead or explo 


жт par excellence, deficient in logic as in lovi go 
Re CM judged it good to increase the number | 
g uman lives until the pressure of populatior 
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„eatens its own extinction on the une 1 i 

: A carth. And we are doing this at che coe ee of 

cruelties to the PE Vies races of creation." less 

Alice was right, and the conservationi 

realised the danger of this great horde of peus 
tearing through our timber and plant and soil ы 
and mutilating the other animals. But at one and the fire 
time creed-fanatics and politicians in many countries meee 
about capitalisms, and communisms and totalitarianisms 
and all the inflamed isms’ breeding like plagues in a mag 
world of overpopulated cities, where the performers, waving 
fags and arms and uttering human howls, were blown up 
with an idea that somehow they were important in the 
scheme of things. They forgot how recently they had wayed 
their lemur-like tails from the trees of the great unraped 
forests, as common ancestors of the monkeys. And now they 
scratched at more fleas than they had then. 

There was talk of a cure of unrest in the world being to 
raise the purely material standard of living and literacy of 
the masses; but while poverty resulted from low produc- 
tivity, increased standards with better farming would be 
counteracted by ever-increasing demands on natural re- 
sources, unless a vast reduction in human births came at 
the same time. But what grounds were there for any such 
hope? 

In an all too brief visit to that great land Australia I had 
been driven through country of once tall gum forest ; what 
had been magnificent trees were stone-dead bleached sticks 
reaching toward the sky from parched, dry earth 5 а 
memorials to a great crime. Cool slopes where breezes a 
set the leaves whispering, that assisted the rain gel 
trolled erosion, were gone; the result e dos D 
barking to make fleeting grass pathes irom whe cu 

d meat could be snatched before desert too! : 
vo 45 here apparently hundreds of thousands of cattle, 
^ LN too, driven out to live on semi-desert, were 


what might well be another. W 
oe long e cdd be before the virus, 
in those rabbits which had become ir 
even become transmissible to man 
of the trouble. ч 

But not only were the rabbits named 
kangaroos and the camels, and the wild 
to with some disparagement as 'brumbies 
had served us well in the past but for 
little use in our increasingly ungrateful п 
Their only offence now was that they asked 
of the grass the Creator had provided, ju 
in the sunshine too. 

The demand frequently was for such 
dared they also have a desire to live? 
the now wild dogs that had again been i 

humans in past ages, seemed to know the 
country of too many of our grazing 8 and 
urge Nature gave them to до а little to red: 
For their pains they too were trapped, and 
Were stations where the brumbies at times 
and the dingoes overdid the killing ; but it 
nee intolerance that was so fright 
Similar it all was to wi | t 

England and Scotland, M ЖК 
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hing was labelled as а pest that did not directly 
Everyt NEC into the pocket of the arch-pest of all, 
help 60, Pid that had invaded the land a mere few years 
the Шш country wherein the black human Aborigine had 
meds harmony with his surroundings for untold cen- 
ШЕ) ma seeing the descent to cities and the unhappiness 
e economics ; with already signs of the creeping 
disease of excessive secondary industries that was known 
as progress. ы А AA / 

And neither were atomic guided missiles, essential though 
they were, very rich in body building nourishment. Some 
extremely capable men in the country were worried that, 
while some forestry and agricultural authorities fought for 
better things, exploitation showed all too few signs of turn- 
ing into development, but too few also were their voices, 
Could the rest of us now stand by and watch while erosion 
in the wake of the ringbarking and the bushfire horror of 
wildlife death enacted the same old stage-play and forced 
this destructive and at the same time apathetic human in- 
truder to a last dry-land stand with his back to the sea? It 
might even be after what had once been looked on as an- 
other pest, the prickly pear, had been reintroduced as a last 
hope. If we did sit apathetically by in our armchairs in 
overcrowded Britain, the peoples of all other nations were 
not likely to remain content as inactive spectators, while 
cur own blood brothers in a population less than that of 
-ondon had to leave to our children so much of the work 
of trying to save a vast continent that could take Europe 
within its coastline. 

Meanwhile Canada was hailed as being on the crest of 
а wave of prosperity, which on analysis, apart from the old 
mining of timber and wheat, proved to be not a great deal 
other than an extension of the mining of oil and metals, 
heither of which provided much more to eat than the guided 
missiles. And I had watched the life-giving soil of her 
rairies, mixed with the smoke of the burning forests of 
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that North American cor 
up and away toward the 
Through it all, from ; 
our planet’s surface, Afr 
of trouble. It was world v 
How long has one to 
anywhere before being in a 
tively? I would surely have to « 
still lovely Australian and А 
isolated parts of them. Could I 
I was pretty sure I had made as 
my own life. Yet it was sad to 
Britain had made down the centi 
repeated in the lands to where our 
How desperate was the need for є 
overseas, not to become successful 
the obligations they had to leave tl 
places than they found them. 
But against all such depressing evi 


takable signs in many countries of a 
attitude, 
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The urge to sort out the entries i 
stained diary started off the Isle of 2 

landings of 1943, and the pencil notes 
shadow of the Saqqara Pyramids besi 
while little jerboas and the Dung bi 


sand. And later, wandering by the shores е 
Tiberias, І wondered if a of the orth 
world has known could really help before 
would surely have to be something bet 
t involved a universal retu 


“ws of Mother Nature that all animals other 


fundamentally ¢ > borrow 
We put back, Religions have a e 
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admit that їп [ 


xvi 
Tragically we have to 
often little in common. 


d I am content to have 1 
Whales, and Seals, anc 
who cry out in the night when the tra 
on their paws; and all the other 

that is called humanity. If these рео 
I am grateful to the Creator that he 
either, and I shall not have any churc! 
time making arrangements for me. Pi 
small feathered person along, as I did 
Georgia, and, with the other arm round 
we can set off together into the great beyo 


In the en 
Penguins, and 


Naught is more sad than safety: life is best 
When every day brings danger for delight, 

And each new, solemn night 

Engulfs our whitening wake within the whole. 
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Through All the Seas 


Tue granite city of Aberdeen, August, 193 
market and the morning air like wine. But an 
tension and uncertainty in human affairs had 
'stand-by'—for everyone. The larger trawlers 
Rykens were not sure whether they would get a 
trip in, and already the Star of Orkney from 
grounds, after unloading her fish, was at the 
getting her trawling gear ashore and preparing | 
white ensign. At the dry dock, mine-sweepers v 
arush fit-out. Welding arcs flashed and sputtered. 
I had a tramp along the sands that afternoon 
appointment with Harry Gordon at the Beach 
Then with the westering sun the Sr. Rognvald cast 
Matthews Quay. The sth/7th Gordon Highlan 
crammed into every corner on board, and I stood 
boat deck on the way to emergency relief of a S 
doctor, as a last home journey before work in 


But was another war going to upset all plans? 
The port control hailed us. 
"Where bound ? 
‘Kirkwall,’ 


L happy aband 
beautiful, luscious, green caterpillar 


finger. Peace, rest, and warmth ; the initiation of two new 
species to the alumni of the North Sea, 


Footsteps sounded in measured tread from the deck 
below the bridge, and from the darknes: 


| 5, to the accompani- 
ment of the steady swish of the bow wa: 


ve as we rose and fell 
on a calm swell came the age-old voice of a Tommy— 


I wouldna be a German, I wouldna be a spy. 
I'd rather be a sodger in the H.L.I. 


From a Gordon Highlander from Deeside that was indeed 
a compliment to the City of Glasgow’s Own. 

Kirkwall, and a black-out already in force. Just little blue 
lights at the street corners that gave the town an Arabian 
Nights atmosphere. Then our soldier friends in the wee 
sma oors marching through the flagstone-paved main 
street, out to the country beyond and the defences of Scapa; 


but I couldn't see as they passed whether their little bed- 
fellows were still with them. 


With the daylight we were away again. On north past the 
green-topped cliffs of Fair Isle, and by evening Noss and 
Bard Head coming out of the haze. 

Lerwick, where the Shetlanders politely step into the 
shop doorways to let your car squeeze along the main street. 

And if you really must have a fresh piltock for breakfast you 
can catch it from a window of the Queen's Hotel ; in fact, 
with a long rod, you need not even leave your bed. i 
The Herring gulls аге the bosses in Lerwick. Beautiful, 
arrogant, monkey things, they go through the E 
and then sit on the roof-tops to go into spasms of ribal 
mirth at the daft humans in the street below. They don’t 


ATH Т HRO ) А 7 
ing fishing is goo 
ink about garbage when the herring g ; 
thi a 


clear, c: 
i desperately poor. In › 
of lae it had poe ge lie just as dormant as in th 


d 
the: аа to where the older-pattern 


me down below i t ; 
er^ not reach, But even with echo e and al 
cou : 
more modern gear, market prices were so o en poor 


e w fish-oil factories not yet able to dispel entirely th 
pis spectre of dumping ever in the backgroun 
‘Alex Lorimer of the Scots drifter Family's Pride would wat 
a gull sidling up to one of his herring baskets.—‘T 
you are now. Those gullies have mair sense than us hu 
Maist of our ain folk will not eat herring now, the 
food yet. Well, when the trawlers have torn the white fis 
to pieces and the seiners have been through the spa 
beds with their way o' workin', folk will maybe be 
what herring are left, banes an all.’ 
But now like the trawlers, the drifters were bei: 
up for a very different job, and the gulls would have to 
back on the garbage-cans. 


* * а X a 


The old car headed out across the Shetland mainland, 
skirting the voes with the piping oyster-catchers. Pe 
moorland country behind, that could look bleak enou 
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long, evening light when a qui : ; 21 
bed was the finest sleepin medici oo 
a fine, happy girl, was dea m Зе How ы Шала, 
as she sat in the stern to turn and look st v M 
behind at the big porpoises ten feet below the ek ат 
before I could have any idea they were there? Wee ee 
wave vibration through the water to the boat ? Was telepathy 
with the sea creatures yet another sense granted more to 
those deprived of other faculties? 

They were days too when medical visits took me to the 
widely scattered crofts of the west side, When old Mrs, 
Fraser’s heart protested at the strain she put on it and she 
collapsed in the cornfield, I had given her first aid and sent 
her a bottle with digitalis, Returning three days later, 1 
found her sitting up at the fireside knitting—‘Oh, I’m fine, 
Doctor, but I haven't got to taking your bottle yet awhile, 
I have a pirie bit medicine by me yet that the last doctor 
left me for my cough, so I will just be finishing that first.'— 
Teenie, a lass of thirty, was bedridden with mitral stenosis. 
She was the authority on the animals of the croft, and as she 
could not get up to see the ailing cow, the patient was just 
brought into her bedroom. Seven years later I was to return 
and find her up and about working the croft with no effort 
at all.—Perhaps it was time I got on with the engineering 
again, for Nature was doing the healing in spite of our 
witchcraft. 

Walter Manson was a whaler, at home for a few months 
crofting until the next Antarctic season. I had met him first 
When his wife had hurt her back handling a fractious cow. 
After that I would sometimes meet him as he was getting 
in the last of the peats. And we would talk about id war 
and the whaling, and how the fish seemed to be d 
Shetland and a lot of the sea-birds with them, and whet er 
it was the Gulf Stream causing it all. Until in the PR 
the Isle of Foula lay in its deepening purple Кы. 
away to the west. The great lion’s head of it rested оп mig 
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saws formed by the ridge DOD 
Ше ocean wastes to distant Yan 
The tail end at the South Ness tur 
and, sinking gently into the sea, д 
Grey seals to climb out and lie arou: 
would deepen against the sunset bac 
seemed to melt into the haze that rose f 
and then another, and Noss, the bl 
collie, would get up at last from the 
with an apologetic whinge, suggest 3t wi 
day.—Walter came in to see me later 
check-up for another whaling season. 
floating factory going south to Antarctic se 
a finger at the herring the previous year, 
otherwise, and left Walls next morning 
Aberdeen steamer at Lerwick, 

And in half a gale in the night the dark 
south-west were lit with star-shells as an er 
got within reach of a convoy. A war was on, 
were needed elsewhere. 

The De Havilland Rapide rose from the 


Sumburgh, the southernmost point of Sh 
south. 


* * 


ti Sojourn wi 
Те to do а little we with the Arm 


Cossack after а pa 
wegian fjord, th 
night the sky о 


flashes of bursting | 


the German p 
nation orders, I 
quarters in Stromn, 
busy amongst the 
busy buzzing it was, 
to this has got to 
thought—why do Nazi 
dictators never take ti 
but no, for if so, then tk 
То be a dictator you must 
completely ignored by a 
attention to a mere human 
doing is so much more v 
inferior sort of person. — 
Now, all this can be very 
talk seriously to a bee, es} 
only time he will pay any att 
when he is drunk with nect: 
your finger and waves a leg 
are half-drunk yourself you 
But then a dictator seems 
drunk ; it would lower his 
ance. So if he wants to con! 
of ‘ating’ or ‘ising’ of his 
under any circumstances go 
Northward again, ani 
duck with her babies held up 
the road, and the tiny newly 
Sumburgh and Fitful H 
that would come again. F 
indomitable airman, Fli 
South Africa, to lead th 
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etland. And backing them up against a | 
a few rifles, rolls of barbed wire anc 
But the puffins around Sumburg: 
cerned and continu 


24 
whole of Sh 
from Norway, 


: i each rabbit hoppetied al 
m _ i Meu had Nis A. 
fal, © invasion this. Why could man not emul 
other wild creatures in their tolerance of each other's 

en 

me A day it was when T pitched my tent wi 
241st Anti-aircraft Battery on Ward Hill close besi 
Sumburgh fighter base. Cardiff lads, and a grand c 
with Major Seel a very fine O.C. Alarms were fre 
with Jerry only a hundred and eighty miles away; but | 
one night a medical call came to go at once to Exnaboi 
mile or so away. There was a machine-gun company of 
Gordons there, and, prepared for anything, we turned. 
with the ambulance and four stretchers, only to be m 
the unit officer to say it was Mr. Mainland’s cow Daisy : 
the farm. 

Daisy had mastitis, lying with a tender, distended udd 
and a temperature of a hundred and five. Mr. Mainland 
a tin of antiphlogistine, so, heated on the peat stove, 
was spread out in the centre of an old linen sheet off one 
the beds. Four holes for the teats completed the poul 
Daisy was able to stagger up to let us get the teats thro 
the holes and the sheet tied up over her back in 


These were 
newspaper СО! ё 
answered 
The Battery di 
alarms went for ЗА 


was already answe 

It was windy с 
were needed 
ventilators. But 
and timid little p 
the bottom of the 
could taste salt on 
would come down a 
rushes here and 
perhaps. Then one 
hog, carefully carryi 
snare loosely round hi 
when it was removed. 
ammunition box with 
I would be wakened 
on the ground in 
I could hear him 
now and again a 
smacking of lips as а! 

Meanwhile, the 
to the south, 

* 


Another farewell to 
able preparations f 
fire blitz ; flames and 
Bank and beyond. 
anything of the City 
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26 ти us thousands were back at the Cath 
e the hala Aa had been just a passing thund 
e ervice troop convoy slipping down the Clyd 
са and a swell in the area of Rockall, Hay did 
cys take off and return to her flight deck 
mar ?— Then warmer weather after turning south, 
is Atlas Mountains lifted away back in the haze. 
bright roofs of Tangier, and slowly alongside the 
Gibraltar The bombs had been here, too, and what had 
cool interiors lay open to the sun, with rubble s 
amongst the palms. Then the convoy base at Freet 
as some of our nurses went ashore to Mount Oriel Ho 
the brown bush kites picked scraps off the water d 
with their yellow feet and ate politely on the wing. As 
propellers churned the waters again that black boy 
loin-cloth was certainly happy as he sat in his canoe wa 
a paddle in farewell —'Goodbye, goodbye, happy birth: 
hallelujah, amen.’—What did he really think of this ] 
effort of white man’s civilisation ? 
Along the Gold Coast, Liberia, with the sheet lightn 
flick, flickering over a mysterious continent; and the 
next day a yellow green with plankton forms in a suspen: 
of eroded soil ; the life blood of Africa bleeding through t 


starlings 


moved in past the breakwater looked as though in a setting 
by the Thames at Maidenhead; but heavy, steamy palm- | 


house smells, 


On land 
when under 


Же. дш. fox terrier, not to be outdone, had 
Е а big male lizard, nearly upsetting the 
n as the quarry dashed over the road 


inch house h 
arguments with ea aE 
both parties lost their 
it was into a plate of s 


uniforms were a 
episode was worth 
But up-country 
than usual for the 
was wrong, but y 
White man was a 
by raids on cities 
be no answer, It 
retire gracefully f 
people to customs: 
You can trust the 
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28 T > but don’t leave your watch or valuables 
of the дел Lagos. It is sad that contact with white 
in диш ms of material things brings such 
teaches ll be forgiven, сап be a dangerous d 
Thy phe a little less religion, and more of the | 
Mr hw to all living things by our own 
in 


example, not be more worthy of our attention? 
ample, 


* ү? Я X 5 


From Northern Nigeria to service with the me 
convoys on the North Atlantic was just one of 
changes in war, but I missed the vultures that. sat 
hut roofs and wandered in and out of the houses lik 
sad turkeys, strictly protected by law as unpaid 5 
the cleansing department. I missed my friends the 
foxes that chattered in the mango trees as they feas 
night on the ripe fruit. And I had to leave behind the | 
green chameleon Charlie, who stopped calmly with 
front foot lifted in the middle of the roadway to let a v 
convoy of trucks pass over him before wending his 
deliberate way over to where I sat in the ditch г 
throw stones at him between the passing wheels 
threatened to move too soon. What a difference to life 
little folk made. 
A five and a half knot convoy out of Freetown hi 
for England up mid-Atlantic in an oily, tropic swell 


en the Atlantic ferry service day after day, wal 


out, month after month, A black : 
> ack pennant strea! 
from yon corvette huntin п à 


drops astern and back an 


ousan 
е to Supp ly all 
three days. In this 
touch that amid our st 
Sea Transport authori 
those lasses of Ms 
doing a great Job th 
October 1942, and 
Malta was the George C 
reached El Alamein and 
by the Canadians. It ha 
but now the wind had 
come once again, anda 
occasionally through 
the wireless room when 
ber the head of Neil 
denly blurred, and all | 
everything as I made a b 
— Rockets from the E 
as the ships behind 


Astern, a tanker sin kin 


The sort of thing J 
dinner, and it seemed 
was the grub goi : 
far from land, Paus 
Just visible by the ў 
Тһе breaking wave 


&rey shape comin; 
a tremendous RS. 
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old ship.—Scramble nets alongside us at 
was that five weeks' old baby that rolled oui 
back into the sailor’s arms as it was tosse 
heaving lifeboat, while the young mother 
i sterics, 
uo John Hodgkinson of the Ca 
Morden was the kind to inspire confidence 
marines were still around and we dared п 
chief engineer knew his job too and drove 
hundred and ninety-two survivors and the crew 
five on that little craft for four and a half days 
head seas that threatened to lift the for’ard gun 
wheelhouse windows. Men, women and a baby; t 
to sleep on the bunks, lockers, the steps of the « 
ways, and massed on deck behind the funnel 
depth charges aft while the water Swept eve 
officers’ lavatory door remained jammed open 
bodies, and the w.c. itself was the only piece of eq 
without a permanent occupant. No one paid any 
to who used it, and those too ill to get there themse 
Strong armed assistance, Through it all our cooks 
two magnificent meals a day. F 
Then the mist-wrapped shores of Newfoundla 


winking Aldis lamp from the Cabot Tower and the she 
water of St. John’s Harbour, 


SAEEPERG 
DUST Nor 
Da STAver- 


4 not very large rat person but 
Фе is very important 


Two Canals to China 


Tue Tropics again, this time with a naval 8 
Better news was coming from the battle area: 
Germans had been cleared back to Tripoli. We v 
ing down close to the African coast, past Dakar 
been hell's little acre not so long before. Cape 
stores, then round the corner and the Mozambique 
where you sweated all night with the portholes black 
— Line ahead now under a new moon, into the Red Se 
the run up toward the lands of the Bible. It was cool 
the bridge, and Captain Moore would discuss the s 
the chaos man was making of his career on this 
earth. Smuts was right, of course. Just two weeks 
from Johannesburg we had picked up at sea Е 
Marshal’s broadcast.—'The State should not be n 
fetish as the tendency is to-day, but individuality enco 
in the true service of God.’ He had always reminded 
we are members, not of parties and creeds, but | 
another. It was individualism in the path of unselfi 
and not State control. : 
The Red Sea.—There is a timelessness about the 
and the hills on either side which can be very comfo 
we wien ou ger шс a Ша 
dash over the sand in armou. асе ао + 
and serve only to put men ba 
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еһе bridge away from the noise of the ventilator fans with 
‚ life-jacket for a pillow and drowsily wondered about it 
4ll.—Five hundred million years since the start of the 
Cambrian period and life really got going. If man ceases to 
misbehave and controls himself in both reproduction and 
self-destruction, he might prove to be the ancestor of some 
creature which will be alive in another five hundred million 
years; but what will that creature be like? One of our 
Cambrian worm ancestors rejoiced in the magnificent name 
of Mr. Balanoglossus. Will our future offspring look as 
different from us as he did? They may if we deliberately 
start an era of arguing with the help of atomic radiations. 

The desert is not the dead place so often imagined, and 
although some of the dinosaurs did go around like enormous 
kangaroos livening up the place generally, it is probably 
more pleasant as it is now, with just the camels and gazelles, 
and the jerboas going around like tiny kangaroos. 

Akaba, at the head of the gulf on the ancient caravan 
route to Mecca, was the stage chosen, after two months of 
training, for our final Commando dress rehearsal right on 
the doorstep of Lawrence’s headquarters of nearly thirty 
years before. And how beautiful the ever-changing colour- 
ings of the desert and the surrounding hills could be as the 
sun came up out of Arabia on his trek over to beyond the 
scenes of recent battle away to the west. 

Then round into the Canal ; carefully past the remains of 
bombed tankers, as the great, imperturbable sands stretched 
away behind. Gaiassas took refuge against the bank as we 
passed, to let the banked-up water at our bows swirl past 
them to settle behind us, before continuing on their way; 
the beautiful parabolic curves of their sails just works of 
art. A big ship even at five knots can do a lot of wave damage 
in a narrow waterway like the Suez Canal and it is a severe 
test for a steersman. 

A spring babel of finches from trees along the bank, 
while snow-white egrets stood as though half dreaming of 
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here was this new 
| Only twonty-eh 
диш ЕЩ the cattle ticks ato 


тив PA 


14 
st, And now 


the pa 


„rets fed quietly on Bal 
Ит do disturbed. then, too, by an f | 
Turks from Heersheba were going " А ve 
tribes, French, Indians and British. ete ungar 
tribes in the big iron gaiassas sailing to diggin 


made noises like the monkey peopl 
least they did not disturb the catt e 
Out along the coast of Africa ; Derna s 
distance, Past Benghazi and up toward Trip oh 
destroyer sliding past with that beautiful fi 
from her bows. Due north now in a stiff b 
amaller landing-craft that have joined us ma 
assage, 
! Midnight--dur engines stopped and the m 
almost at the end of her first quarter. Heavy 
North Africa low overhead—land near now and 
away on the starboard bow. 
5ісПу—го July 1943—and Syracuse being 
from the air in the light of parachute flares. Ti 
blackened faces packed on our boat deck: o2. 
assault-craft down gently in the water: the muff 
engines, and white wakes trailed away into the n 
Dawn, and we backed out as Mount Etna 
minutes was like a pale pink mirage above the 
though suspended from the one remaining star. We 
of it with fewer casualties than we could have hop 
cleared for Malta and away for reinforcements, 
for only a brief minute or two to put our dead over thi 
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Tom Normandy, A temporary lull at sea and for a fi 
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Balkans. Desert journeys were a relief from the uc d 
Cairo, and the training went on, The English girls who 
drove and maintained the transport ran the show, In 
dungarees, Anne, Ruth and Sibyl, crawling under trucks or 
digging them out of the desert, oil and sand in their hair, 
on the trail that was to lead them to Greece they Haves 
grumbled. And when we lived with the Yugoslav families 
in the desert camps, everyone smiled, always smiling ; the 
boys and girls, their parents and grandparents that had sur- 
vived. And in the cool of the lovely, starry desert nights 
bravely danced and sang their way toward the future. 

Back at sea, it was the Pacific and the last lap; but how 
long a lap was it to be? July 1945—a trooping assault ship 
on passage through the Panama Canal this time and the 
pelicans flapping past like pterodactyls of another world. 
The ship's kitten limp and listless in the heat, but happier 
after a cold bath in the doctor's wash-basin. Then at length 
far on the horizon in the morning light the peaks of the 
Hawaiians. Winking Aldis lamps again— What ship?— 
We were headed for Okinawa and— Tokio. For the present 
it was Pearl Harbour with those gently waving palms as 
though the Japs had been but a faery story. 

The pathologist of Queen's Hospital took me up the 
hairpin bends of the Minoa Valley in his car, Among the 
oleanders and the perfume of hibiscus and yellow ginger 
fowers, the scent of the Islands. The beautiful velvety- 
looking, pendulous, maroon cat-tails of the chenille, and the 
trees of red and pink shower. At the head of the valley we 
ate guayas, juicy and sweet like pears, that looked like lemons 
but had pomegranate centres. And we looked out over an 
island of beauty. Why had we to go to war here just as in 
so many other parts of the world, when all this was laid out 
by a beneficent Nature for the benefit of all who would 
treat it with respect? The Japs had a lovely country of their 
own. Why had they to come to try to make this look like 
hell? Yet overbreeding was going to spread a hell through 
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: Jot more of the earth’s surface as. 
; The land dropped astern. ose 


their claim must surely be a true one- 


on the 2 
hat you came to sending 
yo RE che Marsi Islands Nature a 

i here with the cabin tragic 
oppressive atmospher A mo. ке 
degrees F ahrenheit night ап ee ы 
was to lie on the floor on water-soa sh "ES 
fan on you, then, when you were wakened + | che far 
a couple of hours you got up and soaked th * sh primiti 
Blessed relief on the nights you could stay up and his 
then to the Admiralty Islands to be greeted their n 
parrots from the palm-fringed shore. The Sey 
Manilla in the rain. Mud, and tanks ж: wee | 
what was once a main street. Frogs croaking in E | 

ruins everywhere and more mud. E 
How quickly the whole picture changed: japan 
Japan. Then the white flag, the Tokio invasio: zd of 
orders changed to occupy Hong Kong. Sunday, 2 Behea 
1945 ; the Japanese surrender, and speeches crei 


the world could now face the future with great 


Ww 
We crept to the inner harbour of Hong Kong theP 
Kowloon Point, Shan Shui Po prison camp : the эш 
colonel of the Royal Scots there with a remnant of ше 
after three and а half weary years. Medical neglect, a 
ше of rice at midday with a tablespoonful of p 
i He eight ounces of rice in the evening with dus 
unt of water, The flowers Ы а 
= : oomed around 
E yes, Nature blossomed in all h i a 
east in the р] га 
side by о bombs had fallen, Sheble drea 
€? Can the human ides men everywhere, Why Dac awa 
ature has been the x ic e -— n na E 
man the тере] Offsprin ү: mother through all tim: | 
mother and wil] nly | inks he knows better anti 
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of misery and adversity. We have persisted in 
aries to people nearer to our Mother 

п we are, only to drag them down into our own 
. I wandered back toward the wharf at Kowloon, 
with piles of garbage and blocked drains among 
ns. 
n prisoners had been kept at Stanley Camp on 
f Hong Kong Island. Getting there by some 
asport, I had their story from Dr. Dean Smith 
e Catharine. Not such physical wrecks here, but 
re ration of rice was fouled with mud, rat and 
xcreta, cigarette ends and the bodies of the dead 
lves. Tropical anaemia and dysentery co-oper- 
e Jap masters and everyone vomited worms. 
е against beri-beri was constant. They had 
ed negligently although not brutally by the 
but they had seen the Chinese destitute got 
being dumped from boats out in the bay while 
went on below the camp walls. Gradually 
g weakness and loss of memory was perhaps 
re’s kindly way of easing things. 
e were practically a hospital ship now as we cleared for 
ppines again, then Singaporeand homeward, thistime 
the nights in a blaze of lights. Was the war really 
ver? It didn’t seem so long now since those Shetland days. 

We moved slowly up to the Liverpool landing-stage, 
where relatives and friends put on the best welcome they 
i for the exiles, against a grimy, drab background of 
dated sheds and buildings. But there was an aloofness 
about it all, too, that was sad. It must have been an anti- 
climax to those passengers of ours after the picture they had 
dreamed up over the years. It was as though they had been 
away too long; and as I stood on deck for a few minutes, 
more than one beside me wished we could turn and go back. 

That has been the pattern of many homecomings, the 
anticipation the best part of it, when many people of whom 
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you had a high estimation 
nearly everything but their 
perspective straightens out again 
your first reactions are not alw: 


* * * T 


London, and milling humanity, | 
humanity. Wartime camaraderie s 
replaced by an atmosphere of Бете 
perhaps wondering what happened 
of the war here too was an anticlimax 
Piccadilly like this before, and it was n 
docks, but then I too had been away 
ductors and conductresses were nervy 
good sign as to the way things were in 
helped the human race this time? Had this 
anvil of adversity? No, it seemed to have 


At the bottom of this planet lies an enchanted continent like a pale 


sleeping princess. 
ADMIRAL BYRD 


The Piglets go South 


Warrer Manson looked much the same, р 
more grey and a little thinner. Yes, he | 
sweeping after that early war whaling trip, 
had just escaped capture by a German Antari 
of Kerguelen Island. Then D-Day had been 
it had been good to see old Shetland again. _ 
It was October 1946; we stood on the 
Middlesbrough, while, in the glare of floodli, 
set, the great new whaling-factory mother-s 
Harvester lay having a last-minute rush of stores 
board, to the accompaniment of riveting hamı 
fireworks of numerous welding points; while 
propellers, on a turn over of her 7,500 H.P. 
slowly churning dirty water against the do 
15,000 gross ton lump of a ship with high na 
bridge well for’ard toward the bows, and twin funn 
the red, white and blue colours of her owners, Chr. 
& Co. of Leith. She looked like the offspring of 
Lakes grain steamer and an oil-tanker, Her 
working deck for the flensin 


n steam whale-catching vessels the si 
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em with fuel and stores, and 
2 for all but the most major repairs 
s of active whale-catching through 
from the end of November to early 


4 - ook after us this trip, Doc.’ 
rs p bring you back Pon this lot all 
„ vece, it is Edith Manson herself I'll have to reckon 
ag 41 doubt if I would get the best of that.’ 
E Pm going as a flenser this time. Now you'll see for 
"m SB it is like, but my father was a whaler with 
„п at the old Olna Firth station in Shetland, and 
is [| accounts it was а bit more pleasant than it is now. 
The Norwegian boys are all right, but I'm just not all 
that fond of this whaling. I've been on the catchers, but 
unless I had the skill to take the gun myself and kill the 
poor beasts decently 1 would not go back on them. The 
gunners, naturally I suppose, are not too keen for anyone 
dlse to have a try. The old man got over that, but it’s per- 
haps not so good that some other countries have done it 
since. May be it’s right enough the companies doing what 
these lads want because they depend on them to keep going 
to the ice every year. But the Shetlanders would make good 
gunners too. There's a lot of Norwegian money tied up in 
it all, but it won't be long by the looks of it before the 
whole business is finished with the rate everyone is killing 
whales.' 

‘From what the Government folk have told me in London, 
Walter, in spite of ninety pounds a ton for the oil, we don't 
necd it badly enough now to risk ruining the whole future 
of the industry." 

Ner they don't mess it up. Of course, whaling 
dew, 0 ae. to Norway than to us, but Salvesen has 

n good friend to Shetland.’ 

e days later, four o'clock on a cloudy morning, we 
out into the river with a pilot who must have been 


yours 
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one of the smartest in the port. 
position of the bridge, our own funni 
feet aft, looked far enough away to b 
It must have been a headache to handl 
be doing at least six knots down past 
up at the wharves; and in that па 
prepared for their paint to be Scraped 

something worse ; but never a tremor 
Four hundred men on board. The í 
British ; the mate and half the flensers, 
hands Norwegian, just arrived from th 
remainder, including the two bosuns, v 
lands and the mainland of Scotland. 
carried some of the Norwegian harpoon 
whale-catcher skipper's certificates wo 
of the catching vessels which had remain 
base, South Georgia, from the previous sea: 
of the catchers which had been home for ır 
were already on the way south under their оу 
Two of the Scots mess-boys stopped me on 

“You know, sir, the other lads and us w 

look at the hospital and the Operation-room | 

said—Well, whatever happens, 
1n anyway." 
We were a week behin 

a case of final trials о; 


we have a ni 


d for the season alr 
fF the Tees, then straight 
ng, it would have to be з 
we must go. A thick, bla 

Screen from the funnels showed the oil-burners to. 
Ward's worries would be slig] 
the side; and he 

t food officials —Wi 
and could we have two h 
rd otatoes ? 
Loris for such an expedition is four hu 
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Yes, we know that, but on a long Antarctic voyage they 
‘Үе, 


bad.’ 1 
р, Four hundred is the quota.’ 


Later in the season We had to shovel them overboard 
| Ду saving perhaps twenty hundredweights of the extra 
ae hundred, while the housewives at home queued in the 


hope of getting a pound. 
Ina pen at the top of the whale ramp at the stern, forty 


piglets were installed, destined toimprove the breeding stock 
on South Georgia, and had already settled down to their 
new quarters. The pigman and his assistant had been able to 
carry them to their new home one under each arm, but it 
was to be a different story at the end of a four weeks’ trip. 

The cliffs of Dover and the herring gulls in the morning 

sun. Then out in the Atlantic two hundred miles west of 
the French coast, larks alighted everywhere aboard ; missel- 
thrushes too, while overhead for a short time sailed a 
solitary buzzard. A couple of hours and they were away, 
navigating on their own, without a glance at the compass 
that we were unable to do without. A helpless sort of creature 
тап. 

Then one of the little nomads of the ocean, a Stormy 
petrel, wind-buffeted, came to rest on our deck, and, re- 
moved from reach of the ship’s kittens, spent a night in the 
confines of the surgeon’s cabin, Two or three times in the 
darkness I was wakened as the softest of little wings brushed 
my face in trying their strength again. Next morning he 
took off by himself from my hand, and, borne upwards 
above the mast by the updraught from the ship's side, dipped 
over us once in farewell, and away. 

Then again two hundred miles from land, this time off 
Morocco, a robin appeared and took up quarters with the 
piglets, sitting on their backs quite happily. When they 
snoozed contentedly in the moonlight he snoozed, too, with 
his head somewhere tucked away, just a small person on @ 
big ship keeping his feet warm. 
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The second of November and the 
peaks of the Canaries ahead. Engine 
gear failed as we came up to the pilot, ai 
out to sea again to avoid landing up 
's banana plantations. 
Ec at inb at the end of the b 
Santa Cruz in the Island of Tenerife, 
have remembered to supply the ship with 
flag, so we lay without it. We had called to 
thousand tons of fuel oil for ourselves an 
catching fleet, along with the South Georgia 
station. It would have been seventeen 
cheaper to have gone on to the West Indies 
could not spare the extra time now; and | 
fierce was the scramble to get south for whale | 
So it was Santa Cruz for two days while many 
disgraced themselves on cognac. In the dark 
suddenly land on the quayside from somewhere 
to be pounced on and carried off before the 
could see or perhaps care to see. What the sack. 
was something which would doubtless end up in 
market, but cognac was the currency. Broken 
signoritas who were not as physically fit as they 
been, landed me with extra work when we got to 
With Bob the Sixth engineer I went up through 
in white shorts, to the mild interest of the inhal 
wonder why Stove-pipe slacks have come to be so 
worn even in hot countries ; they are not a very useful 
ment. Away from the Streets, we climbed above the 
mark of the bull-ring toward the country where th 
habitants lived in dwellings tucked away among the r 


Far out on an apparently lonely hillsi i 
came the noise of the "t WAR a И 
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THE PIG ve 
ad mastered the art of living in 


dition that she h 

i iff came up to us, and his young 
йе young ne on a along to show us the 
“te, The Spanish name Perro suited the pup fine and he 
hil it all great fun. At length, turning back toward the 
hip far is in the distance, we passed water-carriers 
^ 8 toiling up the steep mountain tracks and realised 
un c drop had to be brought from hundreds of feet 
below. Some containers carried on heads and shoulders. 
Other shy signoritas had their donkeys with water-bottles 


slung across the saddle pads. 
Down in the town again we seemed to traverse more back- 


yards than streets, but Rudolpho knew his way, and we 
learned that marrana was а SOW, and our piglets were really 
cochinos. Perro came right down to the quayside to see us off, 
and, suddenly becoming very sad, pushed his head against 
my chest with a "Take me with you' all over him. ] felt sad, 
too, that we couldn't take him and his master both. Апа it 
was sad that our own country could not see her way to help 
Spain and her people when yet we tolerated a far worse 
régime in many other parts of the world. 

A small cactus I brought down from the hills grew in an 
empty X-ray developer tin all through our stay in Antarctic 
seas ; a little bit of that happy visit to these kindly people. 

. In the light of the evening sun bringing delicate colour- 
ings to the hills we headed south yet again, down the west 
coast of Africa on the long lap to South Georgia. 

I was standing looking out through the cabin porthole 
thinking of those dwellings up in the mountains when the 
telephone rang. It was Captain Begg. 

Doc, we have five stowaways on board; I’m sending 
them down for you to check up.’ 

Five Spanish boys dissatisfied with Franco’s food rationing. 
Franco no good, no manger—barco grande good very 
good.’ They were fit enough, but consternation broke out 
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Georgia and not the sunny warmt 
States, as they kad magi 
enough, too, and there would 


our company. Francisco, Hose, 
They played hard, too, so hard that 
with Jose he came along to me ai 
hand. He had broken one finger 1 
plaster to halfway up the arm. To T 
ful, something that even with a broke 
а boxing glove. Needless to say, the 
bone when it ultimately managed to 
owner's efforts, was anything but 
perfectly delighted with it. 

Even the moon looked hot in that 
African sky. A heavy, weedy smell hung 
had gone ; probably he felt the Canaries 
for the winter. Meantime, the piglets were 
on orange and banana skins as a result 
Cruz. Then a couple of hundred miles 
and Dakar in a calm sea, we came to a s 
adjustments. A bolt jammed in the seating 


engine-control valves, and a few other thin 
the Chief En 


gineer, Mr. Crockett, would 
below shakin 


just g r4 ouis yo 


) м kill th 
oing a, 1 € poor beasts, bo: 
them ое Keeping the sea clean and we 
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„е bad devils, Doc. We had enough of them in 


But they an ma 
үп here. $ г 
the wat uy a all had a bit of bother like that, but you 
S i pues the barracudas often started any trouble 
know WE ERO 
p "ot the old sharks. : 
ano i rs are like that with sharks, but we caught no more, 
Sailors * 


"ok was hauled up а Hying-fish suddenly broke 
pue n x and what was probably a Dolphin 
or lose behind had him as he went under 


(Coryphaena) ci 


E of the dead sharks was opened to get the liver, when 

three very active, eighteen-inch long, unborn babies flopped 

out on deck. One thrown overboard dashed off as though 

he knew just where to go. The other two swam violently 
round in the salt-water bath in the ship’s hospital in com- 
pany with a small five-inch sucker-fish Remora that was 
attached to their mother. For an hour they kept it up until 
the mother’s blood oxygen in them gave out and they died. 
Or was it the temperature of our cold water that didn’t 
suit them? Were they cannibals, these sharks? I could see 
no sign of it. They certainly refused to touch the dead bodies 
of their comrades thrown overboard. 

It was cooler in my cabin, and John Duncan the Second 
engineer appeared all grime and sweat. 

“ГЇЇ be in to use your shower, Doc. The Chief's down 
below again sweating his guts out and using language even 
I have never heard before. He sent me up for a breather.’ 

‘Aye, and a decent cup of tea, John Duncan. But this is 
where the medical brandy comes in, and your other boys'll 
get theirs, too, when they come." 

‘What a way to senda ship out.’ 

Well, it’s been a rush job all along, I suppose. I certainly 
have never seen anything like this whale-oil business the 
Way 1t gets a hold of folk. Ask the Chief to phone me when 
pe down, and the bath is there when you are.’ 

hen under way once more among the flying-fish. No 


‘Look now, Chief, when at long last 


dreaming about the wife and foi 
purgatory down below there—what h 
Doc's cabin comes a hell of a row that 
"Australian Ladies". And when I bawl 
ladies, he says : “ВШ my boy! it must have 
again. ГІЇ speak to them." Aye, and it's | 
those poor wee pigs have been blamed for si 
we've been 2’ thegither” through their nos 
 Southwards steadily, until one mo 
gigantic wings passed the cabin port-hole. 
albatross, the escort that rarely ever fails. 
A adh the 30° to 40° south latitude area 
to eleven-foot wingspan and the quiet, ` 

of all the petrels. Then a dozen of the great › 
ёте s for two days; but on the third 
у as they had appeared. We ploughed c 
Em went steadily dosis "E i 
deci maha ёге now busy all the time on the s 
E Wire strops for the use of the catch 


dying little Whale birds 
delicate sea-blue colou 
sandpiper-like wing beats 


Snow flurries now, 


hazy horizon thirty miles 
few moments a snow-clad 


stretch your legs among the pengui: 
Captain Begg was only middl 
.. the game, from the days of the old sup 
_ when Sir Ernest Shackleton had been alon 
had to borrow a camera from Mr. Binni 
itch a particular cloud effect on Mount Р. 
hen the Dependencies Survey men from | 


со ГНЕ PATH THROUGH PENGUIN сїт 
had to be transported home. Altogether ше s 
well known to the explorers and took great inte 
уок. the trouble is, Captain Begg, this is going to 
a fascinating spot with all these mountains and the 
and birds that it is going to be months, not days, 
ashore.” Te 
‘Well, to some folk, of course, it is just desolat 
at that peak just showing on the cloud-line—that m 
Paget. To the Scottish whalers in particular South 
is our first Antarctic outpost you might say. By th 
Doe, you're all clear for medical pratique are you? | 
to fiy the yellow flag here just the same as anywhere 
Yes, we were all set, and the snow veils cleared 
coast as we approached. South Georgia; here it v 
most of the whale-catching vessels remained at the 
stations through the long winter to refit and prep 
December, the first month of the Antarctic summer, 
they would rejoin the two factory ships that used the 
аз а temporary base on their way from Britain to the 
grounds some hundreds of miles still farther south 
toward the edge of the pack ice. Those of our ca 
coming out after refit in the United Kingdom would 
to call at the Canaries, or the Cape Verde Islands, 
across at Rio de Janeiro, for fuel oil. $ 
While still ten miles out we could just see the e 
to Cumberland Bay toward the Nordenskjöld Glacier 


on the port bow some miles to the east of where we 
headed. In there was Grytviken, the land whaling 
from where the Сатрайі 


| a Argentina de Pesca condu 
operations, and used also as the Falkland Islands 2 
І ministrative base, Grytviken had been the pio; 

ne whaling station of the Antarctic, Starting in aA, 
O'loWed а year or two later by Britain and Norway, 


he d ; 
E И bi т. hj South Shetlands Just north of the tip 
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A brief break in cloud again showe 

Bugarloaf over seven thousand feet, and Mount р, i 

farther south-east rising to over nine aget still 


be more glaciers packed into South Georgi 
shite a tha 
else of its size on earth, 8 п anywhere 


Ihe mottled brown Pintado petrel i 
*Cap doos' of the whalers, were "n aroa aa AA id i 
ht-winged petrel flight. Looking down on them ib 
E me always of owls. A white-bellied cormorant (South 
Georgia Blue-eyed Shag) flew steadily level with the win 
of the bridge. We could have leant out and touched him. ў 
The chart showed deep water right in to land, and the 
ate pointed out the incredibly long, fine trailing strands of 
iweed that show on the surface even in forty fathoms; a 


end to a ship navigating in thick fog and feeling for the 
e as the whale-catchers sometimes have to do. 


Creeping in now to the anchorage at Leith Harbour, the 
shore station built near the outlet bed of an old glacier. 
Giant petrels, ‘stinkers’ to the whalers, scavenging round 
d whale moored waiting its turn for cutting up, had the 
test difficulty in rising off the water. This is a failing 
with our Fulmars of the northern hemisphere, but 
these great petrels must have been the worst ever. Dirty 
engine oil lay in streaks everywhere over the surface waters 
of this sheltered harbour, while smoke and steam rose from 
a huddle of factory shacks and old piers. Store barns, 
residential huts and rambling attempts at better houses were 
scattered on the hill above that was bare except for tussac 
and moss clumps between stone outcrops. | 
Closer in now—a flensing slipway with blood seeping 
down to the water; lumps of red meat and the remains of 
great flukes. Another Giant petrel waddling across this 
timber flensing staging like an old brown goose, wings up to 
keep his balance. The Cap doos with an incessant chucker- 
ing at each other, puttered in the blood-stained water for the 
oil globules, their little feet paddling hard all the time to 


a 


алаййа 


pATH THROUGH PENGUIN e 
P past their posse beaks E. 

form а leasant shoreline this; © pip p 
Not BE scrap lay on the oil-cover aa p ] 
db аза makeshift ees. 5 on den l 
of the origina ' 
but that had be 
with a backdrop of 


y ] tunes, an 
played mournfu tu а Е 
ing cold as it swirled out across Leith Harbour ‹ 
ing 


above the dangerous crevasses that at times h 
beautiful, translucent, blue colourings 1n the solid ice | 
—to continue its career up the deep snow slopes of 
Caronda and take the fine powdery snow from the s 
out into space like smoke from a volcano against 
sky. 
Stretching away south-west and toward the west 
three-thousand-foot mass of the West Allardyce rang 

great peaks like Mount Paget, but a tortured ice 
falling away in glaciers to the bays. Yet thirty years 
in 1916, over thirty miles of these storm-swept height 
one of the most gruelling small-boat journeys on reco 
Shackleton had battled his way with Worsley and 
from King Haakon Bay on the south-west coast of the isl 
In the end to reach Stromness close to where we were noy 
Mora e ae on wer. Island eight hundr 
accomplish he ori ре Sip na at D ; 

greater history. g ission she could hardly have made 


We tied up to an oil-soaked wharf, For the 


orkers had grown so big that 
all in their house. 


‘Hello there Piggies! Welcome to 
our South Seas.—Our Albatross 
escort. 


Wingspan—more than ten feet. 


Meanwhile the Piglets were 
‘dieting’ 


Out of a bank of cloud on a hazy horizon—South Georgia. 


ANETTA 


PLATI 


Leith Harbour with the peak of Caronda behind. 


cem „ан 


The 


‘Cap doos? Реге; 


d in the blood-stained water. 
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That was all right in the tropics when no ^ 
ed anyway. But as the nights got Ау uu tait 
for hotel accommodation Bot greater and greater unti] m 
could just not be satisfied and last-comers ХА 3 
outside. But one little pig that didn't like being left outside 
happened to have eaten so much, so often, that he went off 
his legs. Poor little chap, he had our Sympathy in his 
afliction and was put into an improvised piglet hospital 
next to the hotel, with warm straw and a nice roof, all to 
keep him from being knocked about by the other strong, 
healthy people. There he fed on a reduced ration of orange 
and banana skins, bread and other delicacies that he could 
manage lying on his side. He continued to grow steadily 
and was washed with the others and given all extra hospital 
care, but still he never could put his weight on his legs 
even with gentle human assistance. 

Then came South Georgia and all the pigs going ashore 
to fine, warm houses—and straight on their heels trotted 
the patient without a stumble. We could have knocked him 
on the head there and then. He must have exercised his legs 
during the night when nobody was around, and turned on 
the poor piggy business as soon as the gullible humans 
appeared in the morning. And could that have been 
just a little smirk I got as he passed me? Am I quite 


certain it was not a little girl pig? Well, now you come to 
mention it... 
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Penguin City 


in harbour to get everything ready; th 
Aas ae over their vessels. Factory hands y 
been left in South Georgia through the past wi 
join us. Part of the fuel oil taken on at Santa 
be pumped into storage tanks ashore, and our own 
had to have bunkers. It would certainly take a full y 
everything that had to be done, but in spite of our 
troubles we had made good time and our sister ship 
Venturer had not yet arrived. At breakfast the morni 
we got in, Captain Begg with his quiet smile felt tha 
were working out not so badly. 
‘Doc, we've got to collect penguin eggs to help 
rations.—Aye, I thought you would jump at that? — 
It was enough for me; the medical work wou 
planned accordingly, 
A clear dawn and beautiful sunrise as the catcher Soi 
Foam with her Norwegian gunner skipper, Jorgen Ab 
sen, left the whaling-station smells behind, and, ro 
Cape Saunders, held on westerly, close to the steep, r 


Species, the Chinstrap or Ringe 


for the comedians’ champ; i i ] 
pionship of the Antarctic ; althou; 
the эши Rocky should perhaps be more correctly ар 


PLATE 3 


A beant 
beautiful lithe ten-foot body slid to the surface among the sun-flecked 
ripples—Sea Leopard. 


Pirate in the bay. 


Always time for a gossip. 


It’s been a lovely day hasn't it?—The Kristiansen Twins. 


porpoises, and 

Penguins ! 

going the same 
Far out to se 


land, the engines wi 
shore-line with gentle 
headland we had ju: 
the bay the ground 1 
scattered snow patch 
over the last few hui 
then sweeping round. 
headland. 


heather in Orkney, | 
but this was just 
Out to the fishing | ke 
tearing back from fishin 
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spare to pay the slightest bit of attention 
folks, half a minute.’ —Not a bit of good, a p h 
the last thing they had time to pose for. If 
shrimp-like form and had a classy name 
we would possibly have got some attenti 
lugged home and perhaps end up down 
girls sitting on their solitary eggs up there 
that distant noise. ji 
Slowly the catcher nosed her way in, ready tc 
astern at the slightest hint of sunken rocks : 
lookout barrel, Gradually, myriads of tiny wh 
be distinguished, the little shirt fronts of the 
selves, three, four, five hundred feet up, an 
above ; and right round the bay. A strong, р 
wafted over to us, while the ‘Ca-ca-caaaing’ 
rose to a crescendo until you almost felt the 
before it died down only to be taken up by th 
the bay. Three hundred yards out from where t 
and fell in cascades from the lower rocks, our an 
rattled out in a cloud of scale dust. The small boat 
over the side, and egg buckets and lunch-box for 
stowed, | 
As we came in toward the rocks and the belt 
great, lithe ten-foot body slid to the surface besi 
under the boat and up again almost with the su: 
an otter. Leopard seal, perhaps the finest swimme 
world’s seals and more feared by the penguins than tl 
whales are. I was fortunate in having the camera at 
and he posed for one brief second among the morn 
flecked ripples. 
Little groups of the Rockies were coming and. 
between the rookery and the sea all the time, particul: 
from a broad, shelving ramp of flat rocks at the east « 


w, like sedi 


P i еп not hun 
s mind. He just ¥ 
ne else being happy 
water had been ШОНУ 
we could have gone | 
There was just a 
the rocks Were slippe 
‘Jump next time’ à 
o" —' Clear WI bh; t 


steep hillside, espe: 

you have to be careful 1 

penguins, who have no n 

and are doing their 

flesh out of your lower | 

a man's knee, but full of 

ing human thing that 

penguin. | 
‘Careful with thee 

their little feet. The: 


Johnny Clouston, 
hands, came up M 1 
brows. \ 


if I ever see me del 
A Rocky stood up 
He put his foot 
itself on the rocks 


do И. lke d that 
ү tell the lads wh 
rom penguins that 


ED. 
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all o 
ay, when there are so many eggs r 
dont ға to have any owners, Take th 


, М 
Nobody? You mean penguins?” Nils Kri 
flenser, sat on a boulder scratching his hei 
Rockies at his back solemnly contemplating: t 
pants. ‘Jo, they are somebodies all right, my po 

‘Well, Nils, you and I are the only ones withe 
but I'd rather be bitten than scramble over 
anything heavier on my feet.’—Pulling up 
І found three neat little skin wedges removed, 
of clotted blood below each,—I looked up to se 
of Nils’ attendant penguins take a bit more tl 
templative nibble at the part of his pants they 
surveying. Nils removed the object of their atten 
that he sat down in the mixture of mud and snow. 
feet had been, and scrambled up to face two littl 
eyeing him gravely with their heads tilted j 
to one side. Then quite brazenly the one nib) 
beak of the perpetrator : ‘Yes, that was funny, 
I'm sure they are really quite harmless,’ 

Nils put his hands on the rock and leant forw 
little somebodies—you—you—Penguins, you.’ 

He made to get hold of them to give a more | 
heart talk, but they retreated, heads in the air, and ser 
up on to a tussac clump. I was so overcome th: 
forgotten all about the camera, but this was too goo 
and I prepared to take their picture. As soon as 
comedians saw the lens, they turned on the pro 
mannequin touch immediat 


е Rypes looked so innocent. One ‘This little Lady was very proud 
is hiding behind the egg bucket. of her egg, so of course we 
couldn’t take that one. 


Look your best now, my dear. 
Here’s that Camera Man again. 


PLATE 


The departure of the 
Pirates. Our rescued 


Penguin in the fore- 
B 
ground. 


AND NOT VERY FAR DISTANT 


A co-operative boy seal at the whaling 
station.—'How's that, sir? 


‘The elephant seals at Stromness 


PENGUIN CITY @ 


a census of the number of penguins, The Kockie egys at 
first laying are rather larger than those of domestic 
and varying in colour from pale bluish to creamy 
ite. Where they are laid doesn't seem to matter much ; 
gravelly stones, on snow patches, or on the runways 
re snow has churned to porridge with mud from the 
ffic of many little feet. I doubt if in the circumstances a 
guin incubates her own egg all the time. There are 
wobably frequent mix-ups and then: "Oh, well, we're all 
the business together and one egg is as good as another,’ 
me of those with really ambitious ídeas of wanting to see 
hat would come out of their very own eggs had migrated 
further up the slopes into the suburbs away from the noisier 
Jement and the mud, where they could have a tiny plot of 
grass between them and the folk next door. 
After more attacks, 1 sat down to rub ‘my pore legs’, as 
Nils called them. At once the menace of my height and 
clumsy movements was gone and they stopped their aggres- 
otests. Then after half a minute’s head-on-one-side 
n, they ceased having any interest and just stood 
out to sea or having the usual slight difference of 
with whoever was nearest. 
stretched my legs out in front of me, whereupon two 
ns jumped on to them as a vantage-point. 1 was now 
o more account than a bit of dirty old tussac not even 
good enough for laying an egg on. I felt suddenly lonely and 
out of it—ignored. I glanced at the beautiful girl standing 
right elbow with the neat, wispy yellow feathers in her 
and thought—if only she had 2 garland of hibiscus and 
г flowers she would do one of the Hula dances for me. 
oke and put a finger on the back of her neck, but she 
l nd gave me three hefty wallops with her flipper: 
"You keep your hands to yourself’ —and resumed her sez- 
wz , with occasional glances up toward the noise 
from the upper slopes of suburbia. 
Му action had nearly upset the two people on my legs, 
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but they took my apology as a matter of 
lonely and a dreadful inferiority complex b 
Southern Foam was out there in the bay, 
amongst a race of superior beings to whom a may 
a piece of useless rubbish from a stupid, fa 
called civilisation. I tried to put on the scientist 
look at my surroundings as though they were j 
day occurrence. But could it possibly be that 
same planet now as contained the teeming cities of h 
where the populace made noises just as loudly as 
of this penguin metropolis only perhaps not so int 
I could see the citizens here right up to five hui 
above the sea. Human feet or penguin feet 
own boot was a foot long. I looked at the penguins’ 
fine, chubby, little, grey, scaly feet. But would теге 
understand if I measured things in penguins’ feet! 
would have to be human feet after all. 
Ponting, on Scott’s last expedition, recorded 
penguins nesting more than a thousand feet up. 
Adare. Now, this was a poser; how long would it ta 
top little folk to walk down the mountainside, go 
and return to the homestead again even five hund 
up? Could they make three trips in a day, getting pec 
every nesting stranger they pass, and still have time 
little fun on the way? Well, perhaps : all right with 
wife to relieve, but once the infant was hatched, li 
going to be a misery of hard labour for a long time. - 
I cut a narrow slit in a piece of paper to look 
as a strip field of vision. Sighting it by its own width 
in sections round the bay, then counting the penguins 
fraction of the height of the strips. The estimates 
total population varied from fifty thousand to double 
but when I compare the photographs with what our 
Final crowds look like, somewhere about the lower f 
may not be far out. 


Close to the slope where I sat was a large, unbroken 
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схрапзе of snow continuing down tow 
landing rocks, where two seals, 
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ard the shelving 


‹ apparently Weddel 
like slugs in the sun. On the rocks beside the ala UEG 


,arties of penguins were coming and poi 

apparently resting before the final i ip dbi Each 
party going out would remain a minute or two at the water's 
edge before jumping in, probably to make sure Leopard 
was still out of the way. 

Suddenly a violent squabble started above me to the left, 
the parties obviously determined to settle it this time once 
and for all. They went at each other beak and flipper, until, 
landing on the slippery snow surface, lost their balance and 
shot off on a career downhill still locked together. They paid 
no heed to where they were going, the one on top pecking 
mercilessly at the other as they passed те, Down, down 
until they skidded off their toboggan run far below into 
tussac, mud and stones. Nobody other than myself paid any 
attention whatever. 

Then the latest party home from the sea came wandering 
up the edge of the snow slope. A few deliberate steps, then a 
wee heads down gossip—a few more steps—another gossip. 
Bit by bit they made the laborious way upwards as the 

affairs of the day were discussed—how they fooled that 
Leopard person, and the scandal of these humans with their 
monkey fingers stealing the hard laid eggs from the poor 
souls down below. Yes, how lucky they were to be living 
high up where the thieving things couldn’t climb—if only 
one’s husband didn’t make the long hill the excuse for 
staying out so late at the fishing. ? 
Overhead quartered ап occasional brown Antarctic 
skua ; as far as I could see identical with the Bonxie of the 
Shetlands. But if it was eggs they were after they were given 
no chance to land. The Rypes or Sheathbills, those white, 
Curiously tame birds like half-grown barnyard fowls and 
pigeon-like in flight, walked innocently among the penguins 
ready to make a hole in any unguarded egg. Yet although the 
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penguins would make passes at them they never 
really resent their presence. When a couple of 
to investigate the eggs I had gathered I threw no 
them. This was a new game and they just hid b 
bucket. 4 Р 
My Hula girl friend still stood beside me in spite 
having been so fresh with her, and just above us a 
moon couple were eyeing a fine clump of tussac on 
a two-foot pillar of earth smooth and impacted by the 
jostling of many little bodies. The first penguin m: 
valiant effort to scramble up after a jump landed 
flippers on top but feet paddling in the air. His mate, in 
of putting her head under his feet, just stood and en 
his antics until he began to slip and—plump—into the 
to mess up all his white shirt. It was her own fault th 
went for her and gave her a good hiding. That compl 
on they went further up to prospect for a not so high ne 
spot. But there was not much room left. 
Another half-dozen buckets of eggs to the three of. 
our area, and still we seemed to have made little impres 
on the numbers. There was time for some photograpl 
before lunch. 
I set the folding Kodak in position on its tripod, le: 
it while I checked the exposure. At this new contra 
penguin curiosity was thoroughly aroused. They stc 
gazing up at the lens—then a tremendous dis 
followed by another inspection, reaching up on their t 
see better. More behind crowded the first ones closer.— 
What funny octopus-like thing could this be ?—They | 
visited the octopus people amongst the rocks, and the v 
little ones were good to eat, but they had never seen 
standing on its legs on dry land, and with only one eye t 
The pressure from behind increased until those in froi 
were pushed below the tripod. Oh, these dear little funm 
people. I watched now; it was only a matter of a 
moments before something happened. The ones underne 


ana 


ош no longer аз 
d, tying it ЫТ 
MR 
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Lunch-time ; 1 went down to where the ri 
had brought ashore a big pot of piping hot. 
catcher. Hunks of bread and butter and 
welcome indeed. It was great fun, of coutse, 
the doctor had had a bit taken dut of his sen: 
by a penguin. Close by, a Dominican gull 
fluffy babies on top of a rock and they must 
attention than baby gulls ever got before in. 
The penguin young would not hatch for soi 
the eggs were freshly laid. 

We discussed the hurting of our small fri 
whalers were genuinely fond of them, and we i 
a little, just what thieves we were, taking а 
wireless operator was, I think, pretty well asi 
he had done when we first landed. Thoughtles 
imagination, and so often a complex of inferior: 
to do with that sort of thing. Those who infli 
аге so often those who cannot stand pain themsel 
our modern ideas of being clever with our scien 
tions we have lost touch with life. We know the 
humans put on things, but rarely do we know tl 
the things themselves, 


having explored the star: 
now crystal through a mic 
as great a Conquest as any. | | j 
I о to go over for a closer look at the 

scrambling down below the gull’s nest I suddenly с: 

P cleft in the rocks, At the bottom were tl 
; dead penguins, and 
ging penguin Jammed in on to 


hev had E 
mp down 
owt kind, = 
purial place there 
ge. bodies. Ina 
or even injure 
not out TO sea? 
im of Natural 
Seorgia 
small, clear 
с sea. Round the 
ns and farther i 
ке covered with dead D 
Dan, опе mee 


rely ju 


down to the water 


ving rocks I чено 


and your epe чаа 
amg has got smoke 


sitting down quietly, 
" 
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clumsiness. Listen to the dreadful noise these 
people are making; and what has this hon 
got to bawl about? Oh well we might as well 
Aaaa-aa-aa-aa-aa-aa-aaaaaaaaaaaa . . . ii 

It died away again—Just how much of all 
dreaming? It couldn’t possibly be real. Would 
myself let me know if I was awake? That 
necessary; the smarting in my legs and posterior 
enough. But if Alice had suddenly come skipping 
hillside and said: ‘Oh! excuse me, but I’m lo 
White Rabbit and it’s so very difficult to see hit 
snow,’ I would not have been one bit surprised 
scrambled to my feet: ‘I quite understand, my деа 
should think it is equally difficult to see White Rabbi 
he is not in the snow because there are so many peo 


better world if Leopards ate humans instead of p 
So away in far-off land places, where you mustn't eve 


stuff called money into big heaps and kills his fellow hi 
and other animals to get more of it ; and all because he 


Sei Whale is nice, too, 
he is always in such 


arc all so kind to us and t | yr 


‘Vl do all I can for 
oh! but you do mak 
a human, 

‘Goodbye now, and 
friends here. And if you 
take those buckets of eg; 

I thought I heard Fa. 
noises, and when I look 
her funnel. Her whistle 
My two friends had 
took a last portrait of 
remember what you sai 

Down over stones, g 


my load and hold him 
At the brow of the n 
still on the tussac cl 


on a sacred mission. T! 
a little penguin is sucha 

Everyone here? Rig 
fall on those eggs.” 


74 
The engine-room telegraph rang.—I 
lonely that moment than ever before in 1 
The goaty smell began to lessen, а! 
faded; but the murmur of little v 
calling across the snow patches and tussa 


This is Big Boss Elephant . se 
thinks about being disturbed. 


Elephant Beach 


A carcuzr’s deck sweeps down steeply from 
to very little freeboard aft, and with ope 
troyer to let the seas roll on and off as she 
a whale. At twelve knots, on our way b 
City as I stood toward the stern, the return \ 
on that calm evening was over the deck plates 


managed to reach the ship's hospital on his : 
dripping mess of oil, unable to Sce, and his 
removed. A clean-up showed his face heavily ta 
embedded carbon particles, but the еуе damage 
be permanent. He was a wonderful patient ; ау 
weeks without seeing anything and talked right 
time, about whaling, about Norway and almost e 
subject. He never complained, and the morale ofthe 
Ward was never so high as when Arthur was our star 
I was sorry to have to Bet him back to duty in just « 
month. 
Still a few days before leaving for the whaling 
so I planned a Sunday visit with Captain Hemm 
Government whaling inspector, to the Norwegian wl 
station at Husvik, a five-mile tramp round the bays an 
Snow covered headlands, 
26 


ELEPHANT BEACH 


temperature Was well down ; cris у 
ins sharp against a cloudless blue. P, clear air, 


move from the peak of Mount Paget Mews ША, 


tral growth at our feet and down on the rods ae DE | 


active £ 


[he 


` ils wandered around. They are so "ou mT M 
ang of the north, but ai Mee 
ee go about their explorations. From the Br. 
ES headland, Leith Harbour lay down behind us, 
i here, and right ahead the grandeur of the 
Range. Even on this calm day it seemed incredible 

Shackleton's party could have tramped in their 
tattered clothing across those heights. Men almost in rags, 
writing history with guts. The once-busy sheds and works 
of Stromness lay down there at the far end of a sweep of 
sandy beach at the head of the bay in front of us; now just 
a repair station with a small dry dock for catchers. From 
the very back of the buildings rose to the south a great 
mountain massif, while the head of the bay continued up 
into an old glacier valley. 

Descending toward that beach was like entering an 
empty theatre after a great play had been enacted. A ~ 
large, rounded boulder ahead turned into a cow Elephant 
seal lying on her side too sleepy to take more than а glimpse 
of us before going back to her dreams again. I had to go up 
and say the most insulting things before she would even 
look at the camera. Farther along the beach lay the bleached 
skeletons of elephants which had probably been killed the 
previous year, although Stromness Bay is a reserve where 
the law decrees that the seals shall not be harmed. They 
are taken for the oil that can be extracted mainly from the 
thick blubber below the skin; the skin itself having been 
of little value in the past. 

‚Тыв sealing industry controlled i ate 

overnment has been an example of true conservation. 

E South Georgia is divided into four snl um 
or each year in rotation maintained as а sanctuary 


by the Falkland Islands 
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the seals are not disturbed. In the rer 
bulls are killed, while the cows an: 
molested. Last century British and A: 
panies had gone after the elephar 
out. Only after that was legislatic 
them. Left to themselves they r 
killing was not properly resumed until 
the present regulations, quotas betwee: 
sand are now taken each year. Bu 
on South Georgia are collectively estin 
of a million (as near as can be judged 
movement that goes on between | 
Antarctic islands), there are indicatio 
again excessive,* WA 
At the whaling station another cow 
one of the sheds, and with a little coa: 
say “Ah ' in proper consulting-r 
often ready to let you see if they have any 
just reasonably patient with them. Thi 
mainly on cephalopods, such as squid, а: 
occasionally, and this girl's teeth were in | 
for the job. She was ten feet long, which is a | 
cow elephant. And such an obliging lass ; she К 
open until my camera clicked and thei | 
a sigh :—'I hope that is all you want to-day.’ | 
friend close by followed her example as soon as. 
But commercialism had made a sad mess of 
too. The stony and boulder-strewn south s 
had a dirty, sticky coating of tarry oil, apparent 
whale catchers. A pathetic trio of half-grow: 
black from nose to scudders, their eyes b 
irritation, Further along on a rocky promontory 
of our little penguins, hopelessly clogged, waitin 
for a slow death. Poor little devil, typical of the : 


TOR Ommanney, in his book, South Latitude (1 gı 
gives a very good account of his time with the sealers of Grytvi 
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E. E creatures everywhere, victims of our eternal 
хавзе», c idends to shareholders is no excusc for not 
dnd some of the wealth of the whaling industry in the 
en in of a trail of misery. 

E Vos was still there when we returned from Husvik, 

I Po take him back with me to the ship and try to save 

im by cleaning with fat. The seals closed their poor sore 

y 5 as we left them, to dream, I hoped, of lovely clean 
Bue where humans never come. Ás we tramped up 
through the snow of the next headland I wondered, would 
Kipling's White Seal be forever searching, searching, for 
that real sanctuary symbolic of man having at last realised 
his trust and obligations. 

It was hard going in places without snowshoes, and we 
tramped out a single-file trail. Captain Hemmings, al- 
though retired from the Navy, was stil in true naval 
physical condition. Over the top, and Husvik Bay lay ahead 
with its active whaling station sending up trails of smoke 
and steam. 

Down toward the shore again where the snowfield came 
to an end, thick tussac was interspersed with fresh-water 
pools and boggy patches. А convenient boulder projected 
its smooth top in the middle of a bad bit of muddy water, 

and as I used it as a stepping stone it gave under my weight 
and came to life as a most indignant half-submerged young 
elephant seal. Nothing other than eruption describes his 
reaction, and as I sprawled on the tussac on the far side he 
sploshed the muck over me and sat up with the most glaring : 
What the hell?—I couldn't do anything other than look 
umbly at my feet and say: ‘I’m sorry, sir.’ He was a kind 
the! p and seemed to see that I really meant it, and 
Bona оп with a very resigned ; ‘Well, do be more careful 
yaa le —50 with what I hoped was a satisfactory Thank 
> 4 Went on my way. 


S I caught up with the Captain he disturbed a large 
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bull elephant with his harem of five cows. Thi 
must have been nearly twenty feet in length and 
tons, and leaving his ladies he headed in great 
toward the sea. An attempt to head him off to. 
graph produced an exhibition of ferocity ] 
toward me with his inflated trunk nose іп a state D 
But the instant I paused to sight the camera he 
water and with great splashing finally subm 
weed, where he lay with just the top of his hi 
glaring at the shore. А beautiful dainty South Geor 
feeding close by, gazed fascinated at all this fun. 
The whole foreshore within the last mile or si 
station was littered with the bones of whales. J; 
vertebrae ; bleached records of the days before intei 
whaling laws made the utilisation of every part of 
casses compulsory. Then in past the wooden 
and plant to a wonderful Norwegian lunch with 
manager, an old friend of the Inspector. Afterwards, 
yarned over old times and friends, I set off to explore 
round the bay. We had got in just too late to see the 
reindeer which had been introduced to the island 
previously from the far north. They had suc 
adapted themselves and just the day before been 
on nearby ground. ^ 
Along the beach beyond the station, some of the 
batch of elephant youngsters had founded a nursery o 
own on a patch of moss and grass beside a clear-n 
stream. There these silvery catkin soft-coated babes tl 
of well-grown pigs dozed away the hours, too sleepy 
spond to my eternal photographic requests. Until I s 
among them, when not many seconds after, my trou: 
jacket and gloves required extensive repairs after att 
from strong little jaws. And down in the stream a short 
ance away another youngster lay immersed flat on his b 
the lovely fresh water. At first glance apparently dro 
but that front flipper would occasionally come up to g 


Ivery catkin 
edyou 
ozed i 


‘Now then you— 
human you! See those 
teeth ?'—Three tons of 
bull Elephant seal. 


PLATE & 


Gentoo posing for his 


picture just. before his 


adventure with the pup. ч z х i 
Ре ри Southern Foam approaching the stern of tie 


factory with six Sperm whales collected ft 
other catchers, 


Sperm hauled up on our flensing T 


deck. 


> ‘banana peeling’ of the blubber 
using wire cables and light winches. 
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scratch the tummy and a small pink penis would project bie: 


he ripples. A pebble aimed at a silky fli 

we head with large liquid wonders uo tae "d 
nearly all seals have: ‘Michty! one of those Beine t 
human creatures again. Oh, he'll soon get tired of his mug 
and go away'—and the head sank under again. 

Round the bay adult bulls and cows lay around on the 
sand with tremendous snorings that mixed with the throaty. 
choking bellowings of two arguing bulls reverberating Assn 
the calm water from the far shore. Elephant seals stay out at 
sea through the Antarctic winter and return to the breeding 
beaches about the beginning of September, when the single 
pups are born and the cows are served by the bulls again in 
the second week afterwards. The adults remain on land until 
December, when for a time they take to the sea, to return 
later for a few weeks to cast their coats. This final visit in 
the early months of the new year is late summer and autumn 
in the Antarctic, and by the time the old seals are ready for 
the final move to open waters, the pups are big and strong 
enough to go too. It is in the spring and autumn periods 
that the sealers drive the selected animals to the water edge 
where they are killed at close quarters usually by a shot 
through the head. 

The elephant seals as I found them were generally placid 
old things, asking only to be left alone. Provided you don’t 
accidentally stand on their sensitive flippers, they pay little 
attention to you walking amongst them. I sat down gently 
on a large sleeping cow seal, to get a warm seat while 
adjusting my boots, and throughout the operation she never 
as much as opened her eyes. Half in dreamland, she probably 
thought it was just one of her nearby boy friends. But when 
she gave one very big sigh I felt uncommonly like the small 
person who had discovered Gulliver on the beach. 

We retraced our tracks toward Leith Harbour, but my 
poor oiled penguin had gone. Back at the ship later that 
night two Diving petrels clogged with fuel oil were brought 


G 
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to my cabin, but spirit already used in an ает t. 
them had removed their own natural oil and they ; 
themselves to death. I was afraid to give them te 
heat, but might well have given them more. Next d 
a Gentoo penguin, a species rather larger than the. 
This pitiful little object stood at the water edge ch 
with the same filthy fuel oil. A butter shampoo was 
we could do and he was left in a safe place to finish 
himself. | 

Walter Manson was on the plan deck as I went 
the-cabin. ASEN 
‘Why is man such a mean animal, Walter? Mis 
flicted on others is of no account so long as he is not 

himself.’ 
"What's set you going this time, Doc? \ 
‘Just look here over the side. Look at this oil pc 
out now. What chance have the birds or seals got?’ 

"The god of whale oil, Doc. It's worse than a gold 

and seems to affect engineers too.’ 

“Well, oil-separators are compulsory on many shi; 
save far more than their cost, but this scramble for 1 
seems to be a disease affecting man's better nature 
gether. Look at yon catcher out in the bay now, 
round pumping bilges. Does nobody care? 

‘I doubt it; but you would be interested in Gi 
now. See them there if you get a chance. The Аг 
boys certainly set ап example. Last time I was round, 
cupful of oil was allowed overboard from any of their b 
or there was hell to pay. You couldn't get an oil smear 
their jetties even at that time, Aye, you may well look at 
place. Bring it up in your report, Doc; you can do it 
than the likes of us,’ 

“How are things going otherwise, Walter?’ in 

“Three more catchers to store up. Southern Soldier at 
another of the boats are going out to-night to scout Ё 
Sperm and they are complete as soon as the harpoons 


5! 


di 


guin apparently 1 
meditative saunter 


uestion-mark rising oi 
2 way—it isn't running 
10 be quite such fun ; 


ә. 
Stop a second. . .. 


undignified scramblin, 
teet of the penguin, x 
a Labrador Irish 
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to the station, When I told the men about it, th 
every dog that comes to South Georgia does 

and then comes to the conclusion that penguin- 
not one of his ancestors’ occupations.* Meanw 
had continued his evening stroll. 


* The larger huskies with the Graham Land and other su 


are reported to have done a lot of damage among penguins + 
trolled, 


chapter Six 


. .. Commonly we 
the outward show 
counts. So the ‘God: 


In the Wake of Shackle ( 


Nexr evening, as the sun sent great shafts of 
the heavens from behind clouds edged y 
above the ice-capped mountains, we swung o 
locked harbour. No tugs, no channel buoys 
this time; out toward the greyness of the € 
whaling season, Twelve knots along the trach 
little Endurance had made thirty-two years bef 
fateful voyage to the Weddell Sea. Again Wi 
side me, eight thousand miles from his peat 
Foula, South Georgia faded in the gloami 
In some years, by November, icebergs are. 
considerable distance north of South Georgia, bi 
Were two days out, passing to the north of the 
wich Islands before the first one appeared far on 
to the north-east. A flat-topped table berg, 
against the grey background, on a lonely dı 
with possibly years of voyaging behind it in 
from one of the land ice masses. Gideon, 
bosuns, passed along the deck with some 
preparing whaling gear: ‘Aye, yon's like s 
friend again,’ ^ 
As darkness closed in, two more bergs а 
our radar screen in the chart-room, and we 
them closely as they passed some miles away. Oi 
catchers, Southern Spray abeam of us, seemed to be 
Straight for one icy wall. We tried to warn her 


е, There was по reply, but she was ultim 
clear. Dan 


The first of December, 


| and by international 
6 


IN тн 
none of the Ralee 
eighth, and of the 
taken. | 
Whales M ‚ 
eather like fishes s bu t 
horizontal, ds t 
soises and do 


che name Whalebone: 
just having fun i 
clo: packed, horny pl 


h are not of 


evolved from primi T 
dry land, and occasi 
are still found embed 
bulk as the larger wha 
supported on four le 
returned to life in the 
Small shrimp-like cr 
the name of ‘Krill’, 
area of the Antarctic 
myriads that they n 
although the same ef 
of tiny sea creature 
length, but unlike 
krill form the main 
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the floor of the mouth to be i 

the throat of a frog. And as his jaws close 
tongue is pushed up to the roof of his mouth by 
throat and chest muscles, the sea water is siev : 
pressurc through the baleen plates. The krill t 
the hairy inside of the baleen curtains, are dr 
by the throat muscles to be swallowed. In the 
Hemisphere, more often small fish are in the dii 
whales. 

The Toothed whales have none of this baleen, а 
porpoises and dolphins are in this group. But we mee 
two toothed species in our Antarctic travels, the great 
whales, and the much smaller Killer whales or 
(Orcinus orca) which grow to thirty feet in 1 
which our Rocky penguin friends called the Orca 
two have big teeth, generally blunted, not fine а 
like Leopard seal. { 

International whaling laws would not hamper our t: 
Toothed whales, and as the Killers were too small 
about, our catchers were after the Sperms. Only 

Sperm whales are as a rule seen in Antarctic seas, 
generally solitary, going straight down into the 1 
depths on half hour to forty minute dives to fee 
squid that live down there in the darkness. Я 
That first evening оп the whaling grounds our 
Southern Wilcox told us by radio that one of her d 
was missing. How he had gone overboard was un 
calm weather and not a sound had been heard, and 
search back on her tracks was unsuccessful. 
Next morning Southern Foam, acting as collecti 
boat’ came up with six Sperm whales forty-seven 
three feet in length, taken over from the other cat 
showed by just wisps of smoke on the horizon. A 


enough start for a great factory able to handle on 


voyage twenty large whales daily. 
The machinery began to get into motion. Wilhelm 


over 


As the light = 
e tail first into th 


ramp between our twin funn 
hone to the fine, curve 
cd, two-handed knives, 
the stern mooring bollarc 
: and Foam departed. 
As the carcass was d 
gitudinal flensing 


К е had scored deep | 
g, justifying it ; 


deck feed-holes to со 
in the blubber boilers and 
eft but a residue of ‘gral 
“USPension into the | 
.. ood was running d 
and a flock of Cap E 
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as they puttered amongst it. A slight lea 4 

oil made a trail to one side and the birds wi 

clear of it. 
Side winches rolled the sperm over for. 
be flensed ; the carcass was then handed 
of winches in the forepart of the ship and һа 
cutting deck, while the stern winches pulled 
claw to the tail of the next whale, Í 
On the forepart of the spacious deck, 
take over, the lower jaw of the Sperm was 
teeth removed by axe and sledgehammers, 
muscle meat taken out in lumps and 
forward cookers below for the extraction of its 
few vertebrae with the tail followed and the m 
and ribs handled by steam cross-cut saws into 
for the same treatment. The cookers ate ир ‹ 
were given. A knife cut through into the great 
the spermaceti ran out in a translucent stream. 
candle grease on the cold deck, gallons of 
bosun stood in the midst with a short whaler’ 
his hand, Г 

‘Stand clear there I—Look ош{!... When av 
up here, Doc, they just haul for dear life until 
or something breaks, and I’ve seen a man’s leg 
clean off.’ i 

"Don't you save that spermaceti oil now, Ad 

"Well, I don't know where they get their b 
candles from now, for it Just goes into 
here.' 

We were two hundred miles east of Saund 
the South Sandwich group. Wind from the north 
veering to south-east with a sky of fair weath 
Sea-water temperature was 31° Fahrenheit and ‹ 
quarter-mile long bergs were around at ten-mi 
A small party of Penguins squawked alongside 
swam round the bows and disappeared. I wondi 


gouth Georgia, where 

od and guts, and th 

course, except for the fe | 
‘But the blood; five 1 

hundred and fifty thou 

Antarctic.’ ( И 
‘Well, that is so, but thi 

who ever saved it,’ 


morning just at the break 
at the top of the татр. T 


I studied the old chap’s г 
stuck out behind the head 
at once without sufferin, 
hanging from such a massi 
acting for a few days on So 
one year on a catcher huni 
when a big bull, irrita 


put the engines out through 
‘When I gets to my 

of a gun, if you're con 

engines were stopped, so 
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being the seas such as round South Africa, 
Current running up the west coast of South 
these older bulls in Antarctic waters been pu 
breeding herds by younger animals; or are 
deer of Scotland in the rutting season, when 
for a bit when in need of a rest? Study of th 
But they are fine, independent old things 
only to be allowed to attend to their own af 
the same fondness for the bulls on our farms a 
at the agricultural shows will admire the 
paraded, but when the ‘Bullies’ are walked roi 
to have such a homely, docile teddy-bear look 
A murmur of comment goes round and the pl 
the cattlemen in charge: ‘Did ye brush 
boy?’ A general laugh, and the kiddies want 
curly faces. 

He must have been a grand old warrior thi 
on our deck. From the angle of the jaw ran lon; 
that are often considered to be made by the vicioi 
the tentacles of the giant squid in their death th: 
are seized. But many criss-cross scars on thi 
head might well have been inflicted by other 


a limpet on rocks are often found on these w] 
these may be made by the chitiñous rings surroi 
suckers of the squid tentacles, others from ра 
life such as large barnacles which become attached 
and sub-tropical waters, only to drop away in t 
southern seas, Still other circular marks have b 
to be due to those other parasites, the lamprey 
marks too may well result from contact with sh 
Sperm takes to rooting out such as octopus in 
waters, 

Just how he does it may always remain a mys 
but what a thrill it would be to go down with 
Sperm, down to where the light of day cannot 


IN THE WAKE op s 
d watch him feeding, and 

ire uid disappearing Ше hy тшк e ete d 

cd cow. The largest Squid I ever found in the Stomach 

Sperm was seven feet, a mere baby Compared wi ts 

know exist. But e Bess forty-foot Squid a 

chance when our friend is hungry. 


Whalers will tell of how Sperm kills hi t 
these creatures with his head against the eene, rere 
That story may have started in the days of Moby "em 
when a whaling voyage might be for three years Ki Es 
had more time to use their imagination, Perhaps some 
we can get a young Sperm into an observation tank and 
watch him. 

To-day it is suggested that the Sperm head, about а third 
of the body, and partly filled with Spermaceti, may bc for 
vitamin storage. Yet is it not more likely that here we have 
the reservoir of a body-pressure equalising system, of which 
so far we have been able to understand practically nothing? 

Is there any other creature in existence that can dive to such 
tremendous depths and rise again so quickly without 
trouble? Probably the Bottlenose whales (Hiyperoüdon 
rostratus), and rather a long way behind in third place, the 
Fur seals of the North Pacific, are Sperm's nearest rivals 
in deep diving. Doctor Remington Kellogg, Director of 
the United States National Museum in Washington, has 
told me of the report of the cable ship 4// America. In April 
1932 she was investigating the cause of an interruption in 
the service of the submarine cable between Balboa in the 

Panama Canal Zone and Ecuador. She hoisted to the surface 

à dead forty-five foot Sperm whale from a depth of ru 

fect off the coast of Colombia. The cable was twisted aus 

Sperm's lower jaw and body. Pressure at such “ЕЁ die 

nearly a hundred times atmospheric. So why do wha Lad 

“utter from caisson sickness or diver's bends that ни after 

Would badly affect a human who came S Mois 

Working for а time in even shallow depths? 


HACK Eton Е: 
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| an expedition like this of man : J 95 
be the function ofa medical Bees. C" Widely 
E interested in helping with first aid. gens every- 
cre slight and could be treated on the "ПС Injuries 
иш to get the men to report to hospita], Packsges asi 
iodine, finger bandages and cotton-wool were Supplied 
to the engine-room, chief steward, night and day bosuns on 
the plan deck, the factory deck below, in charge of the liver 
plant operator, and the butcher’s shop. The 


: ; ; of 
course, had their own medical equipment, But the danger of 
puncture wounds was stressed in view of the possibility of 
gas-gangrene organisms from the whales, and these al 
came to hospital immediately at any hour. Men have tried 
working on whales with gloves, but it has always been 
found that the danger of infected wounds is greater than 
with bare hands, and the oil from the carcass is enough 
protection for the skin in the Antarctic cold. Later I found 
the finest dressing to seal up cuts while on this work was 
bismuth iodoform paraffin paste, the B.I.P.P. which my old 
hospital in Dundee had used so much. Yet its value seems 
to be so little realised in these modern days. 

It was often difficult to use a stethoscope in the ship's 
hospital located toward the stern, when the main engines 
Were going, so chest examinations were timed for when the 
ship was not moving, but then we would have the bangings 
and clatterings from the whale ramp outside as the work 
Went on. All that we got accustomed to, but any delicate 
operating-theatre work became difficult if the engines we 
suddenly put full astern, for the whole hospital then tende 
to shake so badly that instruments would fall off trays 
and bottles go off on their own. Captain Begg api 
stood at once, and ‘Half astern’ became the rule jap 
їп special emergencies. But it was difficult for yii Wd 
idge, for the ship did not always ise easily, and 1! 

°t to pull her up once she had way on het. ith 
ut as the Мы of the great whales came up wi 


LETON 
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regularity I so often felt that if there was 
I should be putting bandages on those wha 
their tormentors. It seemed so wrong for m 
these creatures with harpoons until the 
with their blood, and then come to 
attended to, 

Three catchers reported Blue whales alon 
edge to the South. So/vra came in three ho 
followed by Sarsa and Southern Wilco w. 
The slower boats took longer, but were 
Twenty Blues and one Fin whale, a flying 
weather, 

Half a dozen Killer whales, the Spe 
Norwegians, were active round the stern, 
selves to the tongues of the dead whales. The 
just the scavenging packs of the Antarctic s 


Crabeater seals. Probably the Leopards 
people that paid no attention to them. N 
stories of even full-erown whales being attac! 
of no instance of a man being involved other. 
by Herbert G. Ponting, while on one of 8 
expeditions, when Killers tried to upset a 
while doing photographic work, But their 
well have taken him for a seal, | 

But we were certainly їп no position 
Killer whales no matter how rapacious | 


only what they needed to fulfil the mission for. 
were ordained. It was we who were the vicio 
destroyers, Whaling on the scale it was being | 
mixed up as it was in an international barter for 
Was certainly not a necessi ; for even one 
alone, the lands of the tropics, could respond to 
for all the oils we needed from vegetable sources | 


iN THE WAKE OF SHACKLET 
care of the soil instead of destroying vs h x 
o the utm 
ost 


pidity. 


took 


our stu 


ol ; 
That night the sun dipping on th 3 
5 е horizon of 
а calm sea 


| the antics of the Cap do 
; os at : 
lden sprites. the stern into a dance 


turnec 
of the go 


^3/€20$ coPE. 
SAME TME. 


The nup Euphausia superba (Krill) here are shown 
ч ы the picture of a microscope enlargement of the 
ny P arn forms on which they feed. This sample was 

n from the edge of an ice floe in the Weddell Sea. 


Chapter Seven 


What Dreadful Thing is Thise 


The factory with a whale being hauled up the stern ramp. The catcher 

is coming alongside to take on bunker oil using another whale as 

fender. Snow petrel passing across the picture means that pack ice is 
not far away. 


What Dreadful Thing is 


Tue sea occasionally choppy, with a slight swell 
last few days, quietened as ice bits began to drift pa 
a few small bergs and growler ice. Beautiful Sil 
petrels had been with us for some time, but now 
lessly white Snow petrels, with their ebony-black 
beaks, planed across our bows, They are the whal 
ticular friends, especially in hazy weather. Never fo 
away from pack ice, their appearance is a sign of it 
in the vicinity, although there may be no indication 
otherwise, і 

A slight fog lifted, and Captain Begg decided to тоу 
hundred miles eastward to where Southern Soldier 
powerful scouting catcher, had reported more Blue 
‘Ice blink’, the white reflection of pack ice on overca: 


and with gentle slopes down to the water, was the tempo 
cruising home of a host of Chinstrap penguins, those so 
times known as Ringed penguins. Much the same 
as the Rockies, but their appearance is just as though t 
had little black skull-caps and a thin black line from 
back of the cap under the суе to the throat, for all the w 
as though it was a piece of clastic holding things in posi 
These Chinstrap people stood in groups on the snow 
watching us as we passed, 

‘What great dirty iceberg thing could this be all b 
and belching filthy smoke all over this clean place? 
“Whalers, did you say ?— We must warn the whale folk E 
Dear oh! Why can't they be content and eat some of the 
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А Fin whale moored 
amongst Blues at 
Harvester’s stern. 


Investigation committee. Our 
Killer whales approach. 


PLATE 10 


on his Мак 
The balloons 
object is 


carcass, 


First Blue whale is hauled up the 
stern ramp on his side. Blood runs 
from the blowhole and a harpoon 
projects from the back. 


Blue whale 93 ft. long on deck. 


WHAT DREADFUL THING i T2353 

i i 10 

small Krill and Squid creatures as the rest of us do?_The à 
are enough for everyone.’ we 
Next morning we were сораш ооа ced 
as our engines had to be content with what steam edid be 


spared from the processing in the factory. Whales 
3 ked up frorn scattered catchers on the way. were 


Then Johan Johannesen, one of the flensers, carrying his 
flensing а bit too far, stepped inside the tremendous jaws of 
one of these great Baleen whales just as the carcass was being 
turned over by the winches. The jaws closed, and apparently 
all that could be seen of Jos were his boots sticking out. The 
whale was rolled back as quickly as possible to get the jaws 
open again. Johan’s mates thought he was a goner and so 
did he, but caught between the baleen cushion and the 
tongue, these soft parts saved him and he got off with four 
broken ribs, and leaking lungs that gave him emphysema 
from the neck to the waist ; this air in his chest wall, crack- 
ling like tissue paper as he breathed or moved. Poor Johan, 
for days he kept asking me in a whisper when he was 
going to be put over the side, but he was back on the 
flensing deck in less than a month, 

In the wireless room, daily routine went on. Communica- 
tion with each catcher in turn by radiotelephone as to 
whales seen, being chased or caught; what food or other 
stores would be needed on the coming visit to the factory for 
bunker oil. All in code to give away as little as possible to 
rival factories that might be in our vicinity : “Апу chance of 
any more eggs?’—‘No; no green vegetables at all.’ (There 
were some sickly-looking white things that were put on 
board as cabbage in England: plenty of minerals in them, 
but not a vitamin in a ton of the stuff.) ‘Sorry, the medical 
department says you will have to take some fresh whale meat 
and undercook it instead.'—' Tired of tinned milk, are you? 
Well, so are we all, and there has been a row here because 
all the gallons of fresh milk put on board for the hospital 
patients have disappeared." 


102 THE PATH THROUGH PENGU 
There were the weekly reports on the ¢ 
to international control headquarters in ‘ory 
December wore on the operators had to | 
Christmas telegrams from the men to their 
and Norway whenever they could. In the 
sector these were generally sent via Sir 
station in South Africa, and thence to Portis 
Simonstown failed to pick us up, Ceylon 
able to oblige. А 
Night and day now the factory work went on 
hour shifts, and with the almost perpetual tw 
summer nights the catching vessels took o 
rests in the twenty-four hours. H 
‘Southern Star calling Harvester—Star call; 
—come over, please,’ ^ 
"Harvestercalling Star—yes, Star, we hear you, 
‘Star here—we reckon to be less than twen 
south’ard of you and need bunkers soon, bu 
whale as fender. Can you take us?—over." 
‘Harvester here—no, Star, our last whale is ta 
we are steaming E.S.E. to Wilcox and expect to see | 
the next half-hour. He has just flagged a whale. C 
Begg suggests you head east of our bearing ai 
that one—over,’ 


“Star back to Harvester—yes, we get that—we'll 
bearing then, please,’ DU 
I was fixing specimens of whale gonads for St. 


University, When the officer of the watch 'phoned п e 
the bridge not to miss a particularly beautiful sunset. 
A cal 


m, glassy sea and azure blue expanse ab 
alto-cumulus cloud] i 


turning more and 
Where a cluster of 


Ward the horizon between us and the molten origin 


The bergs appeared as thou ў 
"ne F gh of translucent lass, ti 
mitting the light themselves, and from behind e mer 


WHAT DREADFUL THING 15 й 

„olden light shafta ра up to diffuse j His? 
‘rhe sun in these latitudes was reluct 

y zon at all. The air temperature aia p below the 

~ hrenheit and the sea water on th. © freezing 4439 
Fahre the surface just зор 

no colder than a summer night at home, The as It felt 
standstill now, and two Killers were taking an “shi at a 
.ome floating entrails out on the b PH interest in 
son g eam, their short bl 
‘ounding sharply as though thi Р ows 
sounding sharply as though they were just below us, ‘Th 
occasional rattle of the winches on the plan deck iita \ 
just to emphasise the stillness until the clanking of the 
J ` К meat 
conveyors spoiled it. i 

à "This is what's called civilising the heathen Antarctic 

oc. 

The officer of the watch stood at the end of the bridge 
with me. We watched the golden searchlights fade, and the 
iceberg fires drop to a dull glow. And below us the blood of 
the whales that yesterday had been happy just to be alive 
ran down into the water. 

The next evening it was the same, not cold, and with the 
sun still high I took a deck-chair to the boat deck aft. Three 
fin whales were moored at the stern, and—a familiar squawk 
alongside. Two penguins splashing around, lying first on 
one side to vigorously wash themselves with their flippers, 
then over on the other side. ‘Hello there l'—and they would 
look up, then a bit more splashing, while а Chinstrap 
penguin pal climbed out on to one of the dead whales. 

'A bit of a motion on with these whales and fearfully 
slippery for a penguin this . . . oops’—splash—‘All right; 
we'll try nearer the tail and go up the long жау... ah 
that’s easy, first shot . . . slowly now, careful, one jv (ag 
time.'—Until he found a comfortable stance in the is 
genitals and stood alternately dozing and taking а m! 
interest in the dorsal fin of the occasional Killer. 

; , and he rocked 

Our engines were at ‘Slow ahead’ now ; 

; And the bergs drifted 
gently back and forward on his raft. in (goo 
gently past, seaworn cones around their bases an 
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nto the heavens, 
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gradually deepening translucent sapphire, 
of the Cap doos was a subdued murmur, ап 
I dozed too.—Could this mystical land be ont 
as the dirty man-city in so-called civilised E 
just left two months before? I thought of the 
their happy city on South Georgia—Perhaps th: 
Alice standing there looking over the side, 
Rabbit with his elbows оп the lowest rail... . 

It all came so clearly then. Of course, what I 
penguin climbing out on to the whale down th 
Dodo, no penguin would have had such difficult 
on to a whale. .. . And one very big berg са 
along right beside the ship, very slowly, with 
down to the water. Strange, it was the very sa 
had scen before, and the penguin people were 
on it while others shot up out of the water to s 
snow. It was so easy to jump down on to 
our deck, and as I fell, two other people se 
on top of me. All I remembered then was the si 

red where my boots had landed and the 
the berg stained with blood. When 1 тапа 
clearly 1 was half-buried in snow with two pen 
by talking. The smaller one seemed quite agita 

‘But why must these men keep coming back 

horrible thing to the whale people? Did the v 

thing to the men?’ 
The older penguin kept staring away in the dis 
‘No, son, they did not, but just as Leopard 

us to eat, these men creatures want to take the 

they take far more whales than they can eat, b 

want to make what they call money out of them,” _ 
‘Do they eat this money?” 1 
‘I don't think so, but I understand it makes them 

and important. I've heard your old grandfather at 


Island say money makes a man feel he has power c 
men,’ 


WHAT DEKADPUL THING 18 THIS? 


hut, sir, why do men want to have 2 
TO ihe bet ue OE 

еер! е 
ж ee if they want to?" er people Sleep too or 

‘Yea, child, but then you're just а mostly. ; 
like the rest of ив, But men b they л, сб gi 
шу longer. They never leave their cities as we Penguins do. 
hut just stay and squabble amongst themselves, The fine 
who don't know how to look after this ate 
jealous of the others; then they come to feel that to have 
power to hurt everyone else is better even than having 
money. ‘Then they love to kill any men or other animals who 
don't agree with them being powerful. I was told this son 
by Sperm whale who travels such a lot. 

‘But would they hurt us too, sir?" 

‘Oh, quiet, son. I have heard of that too. How in a place 
called the Macquaries not far from here, men once drove us 
alive into boiling cauldrons to melt the fat from us, Our 
people cried in their agony, but it made no difference, for 
we were being turned into this thing called money. 
don't make it out of us any more now, but they killed nearly 
all our Fur seal friends too and then Elephant seal, and now 
our whales are being tortured with harpoons that burst in- 
side them. And my boy they may turn on us again after the 
whales are gone,’ 

‘But, please—tell me, what can we do to help Whale 
now? Could we not warn Bluey to get away in amongst the 
ice where these men cannot gor’ EAM 

‘You could try, son, you could try, but it will be a big job 
for a little penguin. But you are a brave lad and I would 
Come with you if [ was not so old. You may get Blue whale 
to listen, but Fin doesn't like the ice. Try, though, but be 
Careful of the Orcas, and don't go near Leopard unless he is 
testing out on the ice when he isn’t hungry.” 
ell, thank you; I'm going to get the others to help me 
ce—Goodbye, sir,’ 


А 
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There was a splash, and the older 
He glanced down at the water as the ripples 
as he shook his beak, was that a tear that 
It is a serious thing that can do that to a s 
He looked away toward the factory ship in 
its trail of black smoke and blood, and his 
on his chest—I suddenly realised I was cold 
looked round for White Rabbit and Ali 
they had jumped from the ship with me. But. 
nobody ; even the penguins had gone, and the ber 
to be grinding against rocks. We had drifted 
cliffs of Mount Caronda beside Penguin | ity | 
hands reached down to pull me from the snow. _ 

‘Asleep, Doc? You'll freeze to death up h 
Third engineer. ‘Chief isn’t feeling too grand 
word with you in his cabin.’ ШИ! 

‘Righto, John. I'll be right down.’ 

A breeze from the north-east had sprung up 
drifting down. On my knee lay Kipling's Fun, 
at "The White Seal’, I had forgotten having bro 
Just where had I been? Was another little cru 
to follow the trail of Kipling’s Kotick? Do: 
strap, then—was gone from the whale, but a 
out a small head and stubby tail of another 
"Fwaaak'—yes, the fog he had warned us abo 


44 


1 


a nightmare to straighten out before any oi 
duced at all, and it was telling on them all. 


* * * ЫЙ + 


The engines sto 


ed agai 
oe Pped again as we approached a ca 


ue whale, Ninety-three feet long, 


wHAT DREADFUL THING 1s 
THis? ү 
07 


over a hundred tons, the we; 

fifty cattle or twenty-five cdi d hun- 
ng the great Jurassic and Cretaceous dinosa 5 was 
gin to compete with. Right through the T urs could 
ture hiss being evolved, Was it possible that in a 

s of destructive greed this man organism was goj 
out forever the patient evolutionary work of the 
r that had taken fifty million years? If man goes on 
loing, Providence, or whatever else we like to call 
| surely decide that his numbers will have to be 
ically reduced, and at no distant date, The disappear- 
of certain species comes about in normal evolution, 
uc wanton destruction in the quest for money or power 
n the name of commerce or anything else has no place 

itever in Nature. 

Che fog cleared again in the morning of next day after 
which a procession of twenty more Blues and Fin whales 
resulted in the ‘fishing’ having to be stopped, as we had 
more than the factory could handle with sufficient speed 
before excessive putrefaction set in to the last ones caught. 

Handling these Baleen whales on the factory is the same 
as with the Sperms, except for rather more wastage, in that 
the curtains of baleen are cut away and thrown overboard, 
only a few pieces as the mate said, saved toward the end of 
the season, and still used in brush manufacture. A certain 
amount of the red back meat was now being put through 
mincers, then through drying plant to form a dehydrated 
Meat meal mainly for use as animal feed. But the idea of 
selling the frozen meat for human consumption in Britain 
was only slowly being tried out. It had already been бол 
for many years in other countries; but the can eget 
ОЁ the carcasses by putrefactive organisms resulting ae 
T use of the explosive harpoon was obviously going THS 
the main factor against it. Н 

The head of М Baleen whale is slender compared Mes 
‘he massive battering-ram appearance of the Sperm. 
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iaws are toothless, just bone with a 
ME: blubber tissue. Only in the study 
was I able to find rudimentary tooth buds, рр: 
relics of the structure of the primitive whale 
appear early, embedded in both upper and le 
had invariably disappeared by the time 
reached five months. Total period of gest 
whales is considered as from eleven to thi 
the developing calf of the Blue whale may gr 
three feet by the time it is born, and wei 
tons. The lower jaws of these larger whales w 
handling were massive compared with the na 
jaw of the Sperm, the tremendous mandibles | 
frame of a gigantic scoop, giving attachment for | 
of the floor of the mouth. A real power-ope 
gently bulldozing its way into the food supply, 
that in their myriads are larger forms of the р 
ton family of marine life drifting with the ocean 

Now working on the reproductive system of 
I waited at the top of the skidway just before a 1 
to get a dissection of the female mammary g 
while the men were away and things were quie 

But the next whale was a male Blue, a fine spe 
pathetic as the blood poured from the blow hole 
from ragged harpoon wounds in the back. T 
protruded penis tapering from ten inches dia 
base to just over an inch at the extremity, trail 
eighteen inches on the deck. The sex of a newly | 


. Nature has it all thought out. t 
next day before a female Fin whale, jiny. у! i 


Fle 
ing the ‚ Е Р 
to th eu of a Fin whale. The grooves f 
te chest allow great expansion in holding large 
water while feeding. 


beauty of drifting 
n the Antarctic 


king astern fr "eiter's bri 
5 d n ir ster’s bridge. Catcher Southern Soldier refuels using 
der. At the top left corner in the distance is Simdra, later lost 


from the floor of the 
amounts of sea 


PLATE 


Male Fin whale on deck showing the penis protruded due to the com 
d air. Flenser Finn Andersen points to a brown patch of diatoms, 


Female Fin stripped of blubber. M. 
with ink 


i “ass 
ammary gland outlined on the s. 

б 2 i c el 
‚ and arrow head indicates the position of the nipple. The vi 


marks are dissecting knife cuts. End of intestine protrudes. 


found. pu 


n rect 


f the mot ‹ 
i The milk glands and how 


interest. The breasts dissecte 
I found to be flat organs fi 
the blubber on either 

ward and slightly outward 
six-inch deep protective 


The width of the milk ti: 
inches at the widest, nar 
uniform thickness of on 
trude when the calf is 

for how long at a tim 
Fraser of the Natural 
sington in London has 
and I quote here froi 
discussions with him j^ 


Unlike the degene 

the suckling calf tor 

each side of its upper 

depression which w 
* The | 
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hollow behind the tongue tip. It is h 
feeding, the calf presses the to 
sucking the milk from his mother’ 
resulting passageway from which sea 

Really very like some of our other wild 

baby badger, only perhaps more watertj 


^ 


And now I found the mother's milk 


of his river for as long as half an hour, The 
be subject to attacks from Killer whales, b 
Sibly more scarce in the subtropical water: 
With his mother's milk providing up to fo 
butter fat and ten per cent protein, th 
headway, and has doubled his length 
weaning process is commencing at six 
while, mother migrates southwards slowly 
youngster time to develop sufficient Ыш 
against the increasingly colder waters, us 
Later on, Josephine, a friend sitting a 
land eight thousand miles away, was to 1 
been getting more and more fascinated 
your fault in the beginning of cours 
Scott’s Voyage of the Discovery and since th 
reading everything on the subject that I ca 
and feel that I know each one of thes 
don’t wonder that you revolt at our smearing 
vast heroic land.’ She copied out one of D. 
last poems for me, which Mrs. Fried: 
his publishers, William Heinemann L 
allowed to be reproduced here, Of what co 
a little biological poetic licence in a work of 


It 
WHALES WEEP NOT! 
he sea is cold, but the sea contains 
blood of all, and the wildest, the most urgent. 
ales in the wider deeps, hot are they, as they urge 


and dive beneath the icebergs. 
the sperm whales, the hammer heads, the 


They У d 
the hottest 
All the whi 
on and on, 
The right whales, 

killers | | 
dre they blow, there they blow, hot wild white breath out 
of the sea! 


And they rock, and they rock, through the sensual ageless 


ages 

on the depths of the seven seas, 

and through the salt they reel with drunk delight 

and in the tropics tremble they with love 

and roll with massive, strong desire, like gods. 

Then the great bull lies up against his bride 

in the blue deep of the sea 

as mountain pressing on mountain, in the zest of life: 

and out of the inward roaring of the inner red ocean of 
whale blood 

the long tip reaches strong, intense, like the maelstrom-tip, 
and comes to rest 

in the clasp and the soft, wild clutch of a she-whale's 
fathomless body. 


And over the bridge of the whale’s strong phallus, linking 
the wonder of whales 

the burning archangels under the sea keep passing, back and 
forth, 

keep passing archangels of bliss 

from him to her, from her to him, great Cherubim 

that wait on whales in mid-ocean, suspended in the waves of 
the sea 

&reat heaven of whales in the waters, old hierarchies. 

And enormous mother whales lie dreaming suckling their 
whale-tender young 

and dreaming with strange whale eyes wide open in the 
waters of the beginning and the end, 
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And bull-whales gather their 
ring 

when danger threatens, on 

and range themselyes like 

threat 


she is the female tunny-fish, rou: i 
males 


and dense with happy blood, dark 


Abattoir in а 


MI 
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Abattotr in a Gale 


Tux Blue whale (Sibbald's Rorqual) is dar 
on the back and mottled-blue flecked with 
below, but hardly with any yellowish tinge 
justify the old whaling name of ‘Sulphur-botto 
the coating of marine diatoms that some whali 
certain parts of the Antarctic, The Fin whale | 
Rorqual) appears dark grey-brown to black wj 
swimming and has white underparts. He is a sm 
and, unlike the Blue, prefers to keep away from p 

Our Blue whales now began to get scarce and » 
out from the pack edge to where Fins were more ple 

On the evening of 11 December, a northerly wind 
to the north-west with an increasing swell. A snow Ё 
followed on the rising wind with a heavily overcas 
midnight, two whales remaining at the stern 
hauled up, and it was a whole gale with almost 
gusts, and our catchers, some with more whales, 
keep the shelter of our lee as we lay with the win 
the port beam to help them. Harvester behaved b 
but flensing and cutting could not go on; the 
winch ropes with the ship beginning to roll 
dangerous. f 

By four in the morning the seas were real ones, : 
coming Breen to the scuppers at our tremendous bo 
breaking, but the wind whipping spindrift from the 
the great walls of water as they threatened to topple 
and drove it icy cold across our decks, A half-flen: 
whale was lashed down as well as it could be with wi 


on the after plan deck ; and ten-ton lumps of carcass. 
114 
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гага. Men could no longer hear each other shout. The 


uP shricked through our rigging under dark scud clouds, 


roll 
Could this be the same world that had mirrored majestic 


tranquil icebergs in a glassy sea two nights ago?—In vain 
the catchers had tried to hang on close to us, but they were 
being beaten away and now out of sight in the troughs of 
the massive seas. I seemed to spend the hours between 
trying to prevent some of the hospital taking charge and 
going over the side, and scrambling through the factory to 
get to the wireless room to hear of any accidents with the 
E atchers. ; 
One by one they reported the loss of their whales. The 
plunging of the vessels caused the lashing chains holding 
them alongside to start sawing through the tails, and once 
that started, it was more and more like going through cheese. 
With no longer any catchers able to take advantage of what 
shelter we could give, we had slight way on, heading up into 
the wind. But the strain seemed greater, and with no break- 
ing water it was easier the other way. For anyone to attempt 
to negotiate our flensing deck was out of the question. The 
great lumps of partly dissected whale were still held by lash- 
ings, but at every roll they threatened to break away and 
carry everything with them. I reached the hospital again 
from the engine-room. Periodic crashes of crockery and 
bottles occurred in spite of all efforts to hold everything 
tight. Still the demons of the air shrieked through the 
rigging and drummed through the gear on the boat deck, 
while all wild life on the sea or in the air had long since 
disappeared, 

But to injured whalers in the hospital beds it was all part 
of the routine, The gale would pass, and perhaps one of 
these days a ship would appear with Christmas mail. But in 
"he surgeon’s bathroom a suffocating smell of formalin 
TEE atmosphere in which pickled pieces of ba 

atomy escaped from their containers to jostle embalm 


atiam... osse Ed d Айы у, 
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baby sharks under the bath. Shaving was no o 
habit had been given up, and the razor was not to 
nyway. 
А ^ fall gale is not altogether a pleasant thing 
in the darker hours in a thin-shelled ship, with 
the move. But we thanked Providence and Rob 
Watt for giving us radar, and for a mercy kept clear, 
By 8 p.m. on the twelfth there was a lull enoug 
Southern Wilcox get up to our stern with two wi 
first had just been shackled to the wire from ti 
when with the stress from the heaving seas, the v 
The factory end caught one of the whalers Torval 
but he had only a short distance to stagger to the 
with a compound fracture of the arm. The catchei 
the wire fouled Wilcox’s propeller. She lay help 
time in the seas, and Southern Foam, our Pen 
friend, came up and stood by until in calmer conditi 
was cleared. Both whales were lost. , 

Our catchers were Ьу now getting seriously s 
bunker oil, and fortunately we had now not far ti 
reach the shelter of pack ice— Once inside the ice 
sudden calm was dramatic. First a great sea carpe 
ice, the wreckage of floes pounded in the gale. It sti 
away moving with the swell like a blanket over a 
sleeping giant. Further in, the more protected pan: 
broken up to the same extent, and we left a track 
soiled by the paint from our bows and sides as we pas 
with a steady, scraping swish. 

What a game; blood, guts and beauty all in a 
But the whalers were always ready for their jokes. If 
came into the mess-rooms without cleaning the muck 
boots he soon heard about deg 

‘Would you have been whaling or something, Che 

No, he’s been to the hospital, poor boy,’ 
"ex Nod lads were not always too sure ОЁ 
› ot was missed on both sides by the lan 
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--ulty. And from the mess-room direction 
he shifts had changed would come the strains of Tie 
oui} Georgia Exiles. Composed as far as is in 
m night in Leith Walk close to the known 
headquarters and not far from the shadow of ix отрапу 
Castle, it was certainly developed at greater | 
the winter blizzards of Leith Harbour, The chorus 
be accompanied by knives and forks on the tables : 


t 
after 


If you’re fed up with life and you want to havea change, 
just go down to Bernard Street, gie Salvesen your name. 
He'll send you to an island, ye gods it isa beauty, · 

and all that you have got to do is just to do your duty, 
But oh, dear me, what shall I do, 

if Гт awa doon there and canna tak it? 


Growler ice, the pieces of broken up bergs almost awash, 
and dangerous to vessels because of being, at times, so 
dificult to see, were scattered through the pack along with 
larger ice bits now; and the constant telegraph ringing — 
Dead slow—Stop—Astern, then Ahead again, with twin 
screws could be tiring for those in the engine-room. But the 
catchers got what bunkers they needed. Next day the gale 
had blown itself out and we returned to Operations in the 
open sea, 

The bridge, on more than one occasion, had committed 
the seagoing sin of altering the clocks without notifying all 
the departments on the ship concerned, But now it was the 
engineers’ turn, and the ship’s water supply seemed now a 
mixture of graks from the blubber boilers, fuel oil, and а 
water, like a brew of rather ancient kippers. It really 
affected nobody except that it produced two em 
entirely undiscovered flavours of coffee and tea, and it ‘lin 
fe filtered through twenty dicken bd IONCHIDE: 
fore it could be used for hotographic work. i 

Killer whales, after lating us in the ice, qc dits 
and played and feasted. The females with a few y 
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ize О 
суа үү з М oper recognised by 
distance the males were e four fost 
dorsal fin, in some standing up four feet h 
Fierce as they might have been, their antics 
source of entertainment to us. е 
" "The operating-room of the hospital lool 
the deck at the stern, and one evening, after a 
dent had been fixed up, I stood outside s 
Killers tugging at the tongue of one of our 
in the water below. They didn't seem very hu 
ever, as we had had a lot of whales in the day | 
as the sun was dipping, all the animals were ] 
inclined to play around. I watched a Cap do 
himself, and suddenly something fell with a spl 
yards out. It appeared to be a piece of whale to; 
size of a man's head. Immediately a Killer clo: 
it, pulled it under and let it go. Then he turned an 
it on the surface, I thought he was going to leave i 
suddenly turned half on his side and the tail flukes 
real water-polo action. The piece of tongue went hi; 
air to fall forty yards away. Two more dorsal fins cha 
and back came the ‘ball’ in another arc, closer 
just had time to see it was a bit of tongue when apj 
the goalkeeper had it in his mouth and went off 
below the surface, to appear farther out. j 
The game was still 


und. This remii 
о keep up their 
shment, so the 

ombined sampling 
minutes, then 


but one 
Was the most t Bame per 


х 
» 24 
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.- тко of our young officers, not content with us 
;-seven per cent share of the spoils, resented 
a little of the pickings, although these 
re right to any loot than we foreign bandits 
ection took the form of revolver bullets fired 
the stern. Apart from any law of the high 
те of affairs had to be altered, not only from 
uring of the creatures, but the hospital area 
here men as well as other animals should be 
d on getting some peace. The Killers then 
е the whole situation, and at night would rest 
ce under the hospital port-holes. Their blowing 
+ thing to bring me to my surroundings on 
morning. But still the occasional shot went off 
thought he could get in a quick visit to the 


s a fine old tradition among some Scottish fisher- 
a fishing vessel will have bad luck if the animals 
in the vicinity of operations are not allowed their share 
catch, So there were those of us of Celtic origin who 
ione too happy at these events. It appeared later in the 
season that our fears were not altogether groundless. 

One by one the days passed, all too quickly for every- 
z that had to be done in the study of the whales and the 
industry generally, in addition to the medical work, The 
hospita] went along steadily with the number of occupied 
beds rising to seven by mid-December, although as a rule 
c would be only three or four casualties. Putrefaction 
was well advanced in many of the whales before they were 
cut up, and septic hands came along at intervals for treat- 
ment, From a scratch, reaction in some cases would run up 
to the shoulder in a red streak of lymphangitis in a few hours, 
but nothing more was ever needed than local treatment of 
the wound and soaking the whole arm in hot baths. Then 
the Senior Plant engineer, whose foot had got into a worm 
conveyor, had really made a job of it, with a lacerated boot 


th 
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mixed up with a mangled limb. The п 
whaling factory ships are not designed fo 
wounded men, but Neil Robertson stretc 
things. Tetanus antitoxin and anti-gas. 
have made surgeons’ lives much less sk 
once were. And there were no worries 
such as penicillin, So in the best part of ty 
had reconstructed the muscles of this li; 
the patient on his feet again with a walki 
fellow engineers. 
December 24 was sunny with a light b 
and some swell. Convalescent hospital 
outside in deck-chairs with a blanket or 
were anywhere in sight of whales. There seer 
will between all creatures, and blessed peace 
the days of slaughter, when with bin 
struggles of whales harpooned close to tl 
followed through their desperately long-dra 
Bergs drifted past, battlemented faery ca 
sloped, snow-covered hillocks beloved of the p 
tremendous cliffs of beautifully blended у 
the giant of the Antarctic had Һа! іске his 
and thrown it into the sea. 

Then came a smaller berg with the unus 
waves breaking only as they rolled off it. Th 
water was a hundred yards square. Two fort 
table-topped blocks divided by a great fi 
sloping, ice-gully chute, Each swell rose in а п 
gully, descending faster down the smooth ice thi 
rowed exit could take it, and piled up each time 
a foaming mass until smothered by the next 
Leopard seal had discovered it as an ideal bubble 
was having as happy a time as any Hollywood film 
_ But our armistice with Nature was not to last, а 
light of another beautiful sunset the killing started 
When, after a time, the glare of floodlights came 
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ht outside seemed darker than it real] 
пр was resumed, the great whale 
jor beings from another Sphere, surrounded b 

human creatures hacking at them in their к 
itic way. If the killing had been humanely B: 
bles would not have seemed so bad; but as it ни it 
сетей to be man at his degraded worst, as 


hristmas passed with no let-up in the Seven-day week, 
early January found us north-east of the Weddell Sea 
8? south latitude. On went the scramble where nothing 
attered but the amassing of barrels of ой, I clambered 
t of my bunk in the early hours in another blizzard 
rescue the tarpaulin and rudder of one of our lifeboats 
n the upper deck, for they could be heard from below 
earing themselves loose. Whaling ships seem to be laws 
nto themselves in such matters. Lifeboat davits and gear 
were by now encased in inches of solid ice, and life-belts 
in the same state. Few if any of the men on any of the 
ships gave it a thought and when mention was made of 
it the attitude in general was: We haven't time. It's oil 
we are here for, and if a man falls overboard there isn't 
much you can do for him anyway in these seas. That of 
course was quite wrong, for our sea temperature was 
rarely ever below 28? Fahrenheit. Perhaps it is inevitable 
that floating factories are looked on as factories rather than 
as ships. Even to the owners, the Captain is the Manager. 
Just how such a floating community would come out of an 
encounter with an iceberg is not perhaps one of the things 
many captains number among their sleep-producing 
thoughts. Our Master had a very trying job indeed to 
contend with, involving problems never encountered 2 
ordinary seagoing vessel. Some of those making up in We 
Crews can be peculiarly childlike in their reactions, an een 
of those bitten by the oil bug would probably have ene 
time being given to such as emergency boat dri iw 
whaling operations were going on. 
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Toward midnight on New Yez 
stern. One or two Killers were bl 
ance. Three Fins were moored at the 
Then again a little Chinstrap penguin 
water on to one of the carcasses ; and z 
the swell, the tinkle of the midnight be 
engine-room. Standing there, he se 
whole Antarctic, that gently dozing we 
even in her sleep whether this animal r 
turn the whole world into a blood-spla 
Penguin standing on the body of his old . 
herald of something that would suppl. 
citizen of the polar seas, symbolic of the ; 
Nature will again have triumphed and tl 
human race will have learned to obey her 
decency. * 


Chapter Nine E у 


Thou shalt 


Thou shalt Pay a Pi 


Ow 9 January now 1947 our first r 
Phu Opal, arrived from Britain. But. 
squally for her to come alongside, so she 
off. She had fuel oil for us and would 
and take home our first sperm and 
bunker tanks getting light, we were dow 
hauling whales up the skidway was Бес 

Walking up the plan deck in the eve 
the bridge, I stopped to speak to Nils 
foreman, as he was screwing the unexplod 
the harpoons embedded in the whale meat. 
it was as well the explosive was comparat 
powder when there was a shout from the 
Clear. They were ready to jump-cut the s 
the whale carcass to let the vertebrae 
cookers. This is done with a heavy shar 
a wire rope from a forward winch. The h 
one of the bony processes, would, with the y 
through it and jump to the next; one after а 
the long wire cable would whip up and í 
to break at any moment. Occasionally the 


accident with it; the 
Tom, the Third officer, waved down from 

I went u 

able to go on watch. 
Aye, come up and get some decent air for a 


There's à : 
mug of cocoa i i 
zi Eg n there going 


THOU SHALT PAY A PRICE ng 


‘Oh, grand—thank you, Thomas. My word, you take 

your life in your hands when you cross that deck at times, 
| don’t know how men aren’t killed every day,’ 
On the bridge, high above the noise of the winches and 
the steady clak-clak-clak of the meat elevators, the breeze 
was fresh and clean and the sea showed every sign that 
Opal would be alongside in the morning. Tom was a good 
jad, and would always note any strange bird or animal for 
me. But the atmosphere of whaling was not his idea of 
enjoyment, and he described it all as the only thing that had 
ever come close to making him vomit at sea. Not the 
smells or the mess, but the viciousness of it: “Doc, it's the 
most degrading, cruel business I ever imagined anything 
could Бе.” 

"Well, Tom, we have to remember the promoters of an 
outfit like this have had the rush for oil money ingrained in 
them for most of their lives. To them a whale is not the 
beautiful swimming creature you and I think it is, but just 
swimming barrels of oil. I suppose any individuals who were 
revolted by this business in the past just quietly left and 
went elsewhere. Yet these are the people I blame most, the 
ones who knew better, yet did nothing about it. What I 
can't understand is that nothing was done twenty or thirty 
years ago to get rid of the cruelty of this present harpoon. It 
has been used for seventy years now, and although better 
methods, such as with electricity, have been shown to be 
possible, they were never developed.’ 

'I don't think these gunner boys want to see much of 
à change, Doc. The way the animals suffer means very 
little to them and they would be suspicious of anything 
new that might encroach on the set up they have always 
known.’ ; 

"The gunners will be the key men for us to consult just 
the same, Tom. I used to hear it said, aye even 1n the days 
of the Southern Princess and the Empress, that they were 
pretty nearly directors of the companies too. But I must 
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ned. A few minutes later the electric telepranhs and 
va) came out again from the wheelhouse after B frp 
То опа to the quartermaster, Black smoke. from 


unnels against a hazy sunset ав he lean 

о АШ ‘And in the face of all this bea ra 
ис, a stinking, smoking slaughterhouse of really bloody 
need. Seven days a week, night and day, killing at a rate 
the poor brutes can’t possibly stand,’ i 

Не was probably right, yet the International Whali 
Authorities gave out that they were keeping a ирис л 
for any sign of overfishing. It seemed not unlike an attempt 
о excuse what was against their better judgment, to justify 
surrender to the one or two more aggressive types always 
ready to dominate proceedings ; driven on by the urge for 
more and more wealth at the expense of generations to 
come, although some knew not what to do with that which 
they already had. What was more than likely to happen 
sooner or later was a sudden depletion in whale numbers 
with little or no warning, and a repetition of the tragedy 
of the Northern Hemisphere, And in this year 1947 it 
was to look as though the Blue whales were going to 
е the first to go unless complete protection was given 
to them, as for the Humpbacks, and for at least ten 
years. 

The bridge telephone rang: р 

‘It’s for you, Doc, One of the engineers with something 
in his eye.’ 

‘Righto | Tom, thank you for that cocoa,” 


F * * * * 


Тһе wind shifted toward the north-west in the night, and, 
true to our penguin, next morning we were wrapped in 
fog, with whaling temporarily at a standstill, It was just 
as well, for we had overfished, and the last whales caught 
were putrefying rapidly although handled at the factory 
well within the thirty-three hours fixed by international 
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Our weekly cup game. The goalkeeper with the ball. 


i f f Simbra. 
In the long cold dawn hours we waited for news of Simb 


PLATE 14 


Ahead the Fin whales were swimming quietly but had now stopped feeding. 
Ice was forming on our rigging. 


I was not expecting the crash of the gun; but the harpoon ricocheted off the 
back of the nearest whale and exploded in the air. 


тн 


was picked up bj 
factory. He was 
companions, the 
out of a crew of. 


the factory. The bo 
down expecting to 
posure, but there he 
excellent trim ap: 
his hands. He wo 
hospital even for a 

The whole story will 
his part of it as well as 
uncertain, but apparer 
whales, and rather i 
bunkering had been p 
period, and these ves 
in the tanks. At seven 
whale downwind in th 
John in the lookout b 
the whale had been 


the barrel and walked 
available lifeboat aw: 

baled out enough to m: 

had gone Shortly after 
Gunner, Chief enginee 
Water, still clinging to the т 
the lifeboat, both Gunner a 


к 


good too, to check ш 
lost the things that 


Sedna Triumphant 


$ортнвку Orar had been able to make fast 
had fixed three whale carcasses as fenders alor 
transference of oil was completed by 13 Janu 
sailed to rendezvous elsewhere with our sister в} 
Venturer. To use anything smaller than whales 
the open seas of the Antarctic would be to 
both ships involved ; but by the time we were f 
the fender whales they were so stinking 
blubber could be used. Our whaling inspe 
mission for the remainder of the carcasses to- 
and glad we were to sce them hauled back dow 
by the stern winches, In my cabin close by I 
minute a badly decomposed whale was bro 
water ; the smell would waken you even in the n 
Captain Harold К. Salvesen, known more o 
and the chief in the Company, had come di 
and transferred to us by catcher earlier, bring 
mail-bags with him. Some weeks he stayei 
quite a few discussions we had over the harp 
—1 gathered he had investigated a form of e 
poon some years earlier, when enthusiasm had. 
not been stimulated by a gunner stepping on a fi 
with wet sea-boots | Then there was the story 
that was stunned, but nobody ascertained 


it was dead before it was lashed alongside 


When it recovered and set about damagin 
it was the idea that was condemned RUE 


it was handled, Captain Harold felt he was ра 


of having any more experiments tried in that 
132 
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zo ahead, Doctor, and see what you can do by all ш, 


Ас meal-times we had our arguments too, Captain Begg 
presiding with his quiet smile at the head of the table. 
jn the battle for a humane harpoon that has gone on ever 
since, through the various stages of enquiries and research 
into all the possibilities, Н.К. must have disagreed with 
many of my ideas. The apathy, and even hostility in some 
quarters, to the bringing of humanity, as we call it, into the 
industry have at times been pathetic. But when at one or two 
whaling discussions in Britain the new ideas have been 
labelled as fanatical and I have been credited with more 
than my share of bees in my bonnet, Captain Harold has 
taken my part when he might well have done otherwise. 

‘Through January now we were working along some dist- 
ance to the south of the South Sandwich Islands and heading 
toward Graham Land. The middle of the Antarctic summer 
and the temperatures with northerly winds were often above 
freezing ; the scene one of real beauty. Indescribably lovely 
ісе colourings by day and flaming dawns and sunsets; 
blotted out frequently by days of fog and bad weather, but 
enhanced the more by contrast. A mystic land where the 
squabbles of man as they came to us over the wireless from 
far away civilisation faded into insignificance. I would turn 
on the radio after supper to get the news. . . . Big Ben... 
‘This is the B.B.C. South American Service. Here is the 
news... .’ A winter of unheard of severity in Britain—snow, 
strikes, and strife, Men seemed to be snarling at each other 
in many places. Well, well, the penguins did the same of 
course but in such a nice, quickly-forgotten way. But given 
time, men might learn to be like penguins too—I was 
reading Eric Shipton's Upon that Mountain : 


In the Karakorum we got the shattering news of war. How 
fantastic and supremely ridiculous it seemed in our remote 
and lonely world of snow and ice. At least this mountain 
world to which I owed so much of life and happiness, 


i 
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would stand above the ruin of human 
of a saner generation of теп. 
And Admiral Byrd on Operation Hi; jump 
Antarctica has higher values than money. . . . 
like the toneless years of accumulated e. He 
escape for a little from the chaos of ¢ tion 
silence and harmony of the cosmos and for a то 
part of it. But the greatest value is an | 
inexpressible spiritual опе. fi 
The vastness, clearness, whiteness and 
purity. The elevation above the petty quarrels: 
of men and nations combine to form a mé 
what men should want most, peace on earth. 


Yes, peace on earth, but surely not only 
man, but peace between man and the ot 
nation is just as much an aggressor if with і 
it attacks the other creatures that share this 
As a breed we have the most vile sins. We tı 
to steal their very skins. We shoot others 
secing them die. We hunt creatures to 
making sure they are weak enough not to 
in return. And we fire mutilating explosives | 
in the name of big business. jiu! 

The wireless news went on. Men fighi 
a feeling of inferiority by trying to get coni 
ing of the lives of others. Other masses, after 
their old masters, were finding the new idol 
up more evil than the old ones, and feeling 
now in an unknown wilderness, were 
ghosts. Man who had turned his bac on | 
could find no refuge within the orbit of h 
Species. And in his fear was sinking wi 
the slime of new slavery worse than he had 

I turned off the set and stepped out i 
welter of entrails, ribs, jawbones and 


и 


hundreds of tir : 
little white rumps. 
rarely at rest even 
just flit, flit, flit 
globules from the 
watch them and t 
us up entirely in di 

In mid-January, 
lands, the Killer з ‹ 
difficult to say, for we 
now through thi 
one of last-year’s 
Baleen whales should ha 
mothers by January, T 
having been entirely 

I made two short, 
find out photograp T 
the catcher work | 
visibility poor, and 
the Power of Creatio 
us go so far, then 
Cover the retreat о! 
we got was fortun: 
shot, only, how: 
mate for two long s 
their distress was p 
the motion of a 
even to approach ther 
Tespect. But the men 
revolves in a bovine 
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On the second trip an Antarctic skua, 
leaving South Georgia, tried to settle on 
returned to the factory. f 
As I crossed the plan deck on Harvester 
the men had gone for lunch and the last. 
almost cleared. But one large lump of mi 
about two tons lay not far from the galley. 
the lull in operations, one of the young cats, 
approached this mountain of flesh. He se 
corner and turned to walk away. The two 
follow. He turned round and glared at 
setting four feet against the deck, tried to 
with eyes the nearest to going crossed I have 
cat. Still the two tons remained where it was. 
end then skidded and he sat in a mess of b 
didn’t hear what he said, but he let go, licked 
hurriedly and took a fresh grip. This was 
damned stubbornest bit of steak he had ever b 
After another fruitless effort, he chewed at the 
gripped, then reached up with a paw and 
Now for the warmth of the galley, Half-way the 
for a final glare back, and I swear he was m 
himself as he passed me with a Don't-see-wha: 
to-laugh-at look, and disappeared with his 
portion of the two tons. j TE 
By the end of January we had worked west r 
the northern part of the Weddell Sea to the South 
and on the first of February, Clarence Island ар 
the haze on the port bow. As visibility improved, 
Island lay away on the beam, its great snow-covi 
with bare cliff faces frequently hidden by snow 
Was on one of its more open beaches that Shackle 
had been marooned during part of War I after 
had been lost in the pressure ice fiye hundred 
the south of из. Now аз night came on, a full moon 
like a great dull-red lantern in the haze to the ea 


SEDNA 
‚ it rained heavily : 1 
E. tainous islands 
b closed in. 4 
“We were getting 9! 
and very lean. Т m 
as unusually dark bro 
distinct variant from 
quently considered, 
Euphausia superba о 
phytoplankton life of 
Investigation Organi: 
Institute of Oceanc 
British Admiralty, devote 
research ships to the. 
Their findings show tha 
water drifting toward thi по; 
the Weddell Sea. The ggs 
development apparentl Кее 
more salty, warmer-water 
south from where they 
distribution of the curren 
available for the whales we ] 
coming into the start of a 
a start on the rich 
layers. It was perhaps 
whales were thin. 
_ Our catchers hunted rig! 
in the next two weeks we 
ship Saura paid us a visit 
Georgia, And through it 3 
daily guzzling on the water, |. 
The fourteenth of Erud 
the day the animals put on the 
an area 150 miles south-east of 
to a collection of about a dozer 
Оп а submarine ridge in y 


SEONA'TRIUMBR ДД ү 
шаш animals swimming along with not! 39 


т hin, i 
gladness in living was one of the а coy ne 
; experiences I have known, I just felt like tearing 


aes the mast-head and yelling them on, What a sight 
was. | have known crews that would have broken into 


nd she seemed hardly to go any deeper than just skim 


surface, 


ning in the breeze, the Goddess patron of all the 
ires of the deep, Sedna riding triumphant, so what had 
vone to fear? They ignored the factory completely, and 


Alone once more on a strange ship, as though left behind by 
old friends. Could my fervid hopes for their safety have had 
anything to do with the fog that came down from the north 
with the dropping of the wind two or three hours later? As 
© crept over a great iceberg five miles on our port beam, 
ice halation flared into the mist above it in a crown of light, 
while a catcher approaching on a now calm sea was a tiny 
foreground speck in the immensity of it all. The whole day 
seemed symbolic, just as was the little Penguin on the whale 
on New Year’s Eve, that Nature in the end would triumph 
over the evils perpetrated in this beautiful land. | 

It took two days for the fog to clear this time, then 
morning broke with a calm sea and glorious sunshine. A 
light-hearted remark at breakfast: ‘Aye, a fine day for a 
massacre'—cut like the stab of a knife to spoil it, and even the 
food seemed tainted in an atmosphere that made you feel 
ashamed. ў 

Our catcher So/vra now returned from boiler repairs at 
South Georgia, bringing Christmas mail delivered to the 


rousing cheers of good luck to them as they went. That. 
eat female in the lead must have been close to eighty - 


I think my eyes were perhaps just a little blurred with 
sheer happiness, but could that possibly have been Sedna | 
herself seated side saddle on that leader's back? Hair. 


they had gone, blended with the distant sea, the same 
teliness І had known on leaving Penguin City returned. | 
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island on the arrival of tanker Sourhe 
It became like Christmas Day in th 
ging into their letters, with : howl ng 
port-holes snowed up. But the v 
went on steadily, and the doctor, 
times up to the knees in entrail 
taries, ovaries, pancreas or thyroids 
to find his specimens with the mini: 
battlefield, if they were not to be los 
down the deck manholes into the « 
my feet went out from under me ona 
tongue, the mirth of the boys seein; 
six inches of blood and guts was a 
But I found them always interested 
the search for anything unusual. 

was discovered, they had it saved on 
operations became less rushed, would 
keen to see the dissection of this w. 
were good lads, Norwegians and В 


‘The animals are our 
on Mars we wo 
townsmen meeting i 


о елап business. F 
up over twelve kno 
And these creatures 
hem. 
` i was then that 
group of Fin wha 
merged, and we s 
take next. Suddenly 
apparently taking o 
not get round any 
the stern, where h 


On that trip two 
thirty minutes hai 


harpooning. Во 
propeller as they 
before the engini 
been able to get 
after them wi 
out of sight. 


in open wate 
a tiny dot еш 
Another of © 

to be payin 

the open bridge di 
futility of. 


market. 
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gunners to hit whales only close ; 
death would be almost instantaneous ; bui 
the Antarctic it was a more difficult 
seemed only one remedy. This expl 
scrapped. 7 
Our telegraph rang for—Slow, as we appr 
of the pack. One or two lanes showed in 
slipped through close beside an occasional 
pan, he would raise his head in mild 
one pan with a very large Leopard, t 
solemnly, paying no attention to him 
seal lying out on ice is not a hungry pe 
Chinstraps knew it fine, After three n 
abruptly as it had started. Open water o 
Casually the gunner picked up his b 
away some miles to starboard. He had | 
nothing as we talked. Then just a quiet 
the wheel and we turned away at right а! 
engine-room telegraph rang for—Full a 
in the barrel would soon see what he had. 
nothing for the first minute or two, then 
ahead to the north west a single vertical 
followed by three or four more. A schi 
apparently feeding. While still a mile away 
half-speed, for engine vibration would qui 
But they seemed to sense something strange 
for three minutes, to come up farther to 
not running away, but had stopped fee 
ready under my windproof jacket, where I was 
life in my finger-tips at the same time. _ 
Borgen had now gone down over the Ay 
catwalk to the gun platform in the bows tor 
m lock and cock the trigger to be ready 
ey might surface anywhere now, as we h 
beyond where they had appeared last. An 
telegraph extension was in the bows beside the 


PLATE 15 


B с eye s 1 
But a school never seems to take the same avoiding action that just two, or a 
single whale will use. 


In freezing weather it can be a cold, cold job. 


THES 


Closing їп. е gunner directing the man at the wheel from the gun 
platform. 


A sickening slap as the harpoon disappears in 
the whale’s back, 


Half an hour passes and the 


struggle of a 
Creature jn 


distress goes on, 


80 THIS I$ WHALING A 
| steersman back on the bridge had to | 
runner as he даз, ШИ port or Rite to follow the 

We manceuvred with the whales first on one side then on 
the other for the next ten minutes, when the lookout in the 
parrel suddenly shouted: ‘Coming up!—Coming up! 
starboard’ pointing down as he shouted, The ‚гүп a i 
ready in the instant after a glance up at the barrel, But a 
slight ripple was all that showed. The whale had changed 
his mind at the last moment, probably on seeing the keel of 
the catcher, and gone down again without breaking surface, 
He probably came up quickly again in our wake, but nobody 
saw him. 

Three minutes later two blasts as of escaping steam made 
everyone again turn to starboard as two ten-foot jets shot up 
ind great bodies just broke surface, They were still in no 
hurry, and as always with quietly swimming whales, there 
was little of them above water, although the length of the 
›асКз showed from head to dorsal fin. They were a good 
forty yards away, and I was not expecting the crash of the 
gun in the midst of sighting the camera. 

Аз the foregoer rope flew out, snaking behind the har- 
»oon in a falling arc, the aim was as perfect as it could have 
seen, but as it struck the whale, just behind the head, the 
arpoon nose had lifted and only the shank hit the slippery 
blubber, to send the harpoon ricocheting up. The grenade 
head exploded in mid-air and we ducked to avoid the 
shrapnel pieces that flew in our direction, while the helms- 
man had the wheel hard over to keep the free rope from 
fouling our propeller, 

That was the end of any quiet swimming on the part of 
the whales. They were off and running hard. But a school of 
them never seems to put up the speed that a single whale or 
a pair alone will make. 

After five minutes lost in winding in the rope and spent 
harpoon, while the lookout kept track of the running 
whales, we were away again, Full ahead all the way this 
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time, and as we closed їп, опе whale coming up 
surface with the whole head and lower jaw out of 
almost in the foam of our bow wave; too Cle 
gun to be trained. у? 
5 It is а thrilling sight to see great whales 
range, and always to me the very thought 
them is just horrible. With a fast-running y 
in a vital spot is very difficult, as the to} 
shows only for two to three seconds as ће 
next one broke surface ahead and slightly to 
yards range. The only reasonable target 
and side as he arched himself and paused an 
the dive. Again the crash of the gun, and this 
a horrible, sickening slap, the heavy r60-poui 
disappeared in the creature’s side, followed 
seconds later by the thud as the grenade head 
—Fast fish l'— The great animal quivered at a sto 
or three seconds, when I thought he had been | 
a moment later the initial shock had passed 
started for the depths with the one-and-a-half-inck 
foregoer rope racing out over the pulleys follo 
heavier two-inch diameter main whale rope. | 
Three hundred fathoms before the strain 

well over quarter of a mile away a spout weni 
surfaced. Down again, and the travelling tell-tal 
on the foremast, connected to some tons of h 
built into the bottom of the catcher, was thi 
the stress on the rope. And as it retreated up the 
when the pull slackened, the steam winch in the 
catcher’s chief engineer started winding i 
_ The whale had obviously been hit in the intesi 
invariably results in extreme agony in a mamm: 
being towed now at about two knots, and as 
with the whale weakening, the catcher hauled 
and nearer until the gun could get to close 
loaded with a second harpoon, Down he went 


tinuing eff 

ee intervals | 
The harpoon 
the stress, but 
the head of the 
ind there Г 

Then out of Bp! 
globules from thi 
pathetic struggle. 
Yet once their b 


Forty minutes p 
whale went on, un 


catcher, I had t 
struggles and pra: 
creature. The spoutin 
crimson tinge of bloog 


was only three fe 

great animal turi 

from the first h 20 
Close in undi ү, 

connected to a com р! 

through the blubber 
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close to the harpoon and the whale left adrift, to 
up later. Sometimes а small electric light is 
the flagpole to allow location after dark. And 
firm has produced a new marker buoy, whi 
a floating whale, transmits a radio signal а 
thirty miles. 
We set off to try to locate the same school o 
Our radio operator had already reported the 
factory by the usual code system, in case rival 
be tempted to encroach on the area. It was an 
before we came in sight of whales again, but do 
was the same bunch. As the catcher approached 
this school was joined by two other whales, the lc 
turning back in our direction. They crossed close 
our bows and the gunner got the harpoon in bi 
much more humane shot. Ten minutes later th 
and part of the back rose vertically out of the w: 
motionless for a second and sank back. This seems 
fairly frequently, as just prior to the moment of 
creature's balance mechanism fails. 
I stood beside the gunner as the whale was 
“Mr. Borgen, just what would all this be lik 
could scream?” 
"Well, Doc, the whole business perhaps would 
many people could stand it at all." 
Baleen whales have apparently functioning fibrous 
structures in the region of the vocal chords of oth: 
mals, but so far, of the whole whale order, only in 
has the production of what humans can pick u 
been confirmed : although the deep rasping cry 
harpooned Sperm whale is reported as apparentl: 
heard at close quarters while the creature was bein 
graphed underwater by Austrian zoologist, Dr. Hans 
Е certainly seemed likely that if the agony of wh 
cen other than silent to us down those years of s 


* Life magazine (international) 30 Nov. 53. 


Vi hour passes, Looking down from After a second harpoon the spouting 
lookout barrel on whale nearly from the widely dilated blowhole is 
played out, very weak. 


i 


'The end at last. 


The body inflated with air and flagged- 


PLATE 


Harpoon in the air as anothe 


r Fin whale swimming for its life is overtak 
the catcher. 


en by 


Where the harpoon has difficulty in following. Stretches of close pack ice into 


which the Blue whales may sometimes escape. 


Securing the last whale for towing Leopard shows mild interest as 
to the factory, The tail flukes are we pass through his bit of ice. 
cut short, 


so 
something would. 


gear, but for som 
| have asked many 


not satisfactory.’ 

The weather was 
calm with blue skies. 
gan to drift out of 
temperature dropped 
was inflated and flaggi 
after a struggle of th 
back and pick up our 
away, before there was 
snow flurries come о: 
hunting is good, and 
each worth £2,000 st 
times be as high as te 
of the stock can only 
offending boats. But 
Southern Wilcox would | 

The tail of the last w 
throwing line and 
secured by a heavy 
hawsehole. The great 
Cut short, as they аге: 
weather, and we set off back 
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was with an old stub pencil on the wood 
on the corner of the bridge. It looked [ 
piece of doodling, and the few directi 
at the wheel seemed equally casual. But we 
second whale without having to look rigi 
straight steaming for another hour w 
number one. And not only is it a case of | 
position, but with the motion of the sea, 
action of the rail flukes which may с 
way from where it started by the time 
How all this was kept track of in the | 
with the course altering at times every t c 
mystery to me ; and a query on the subject 
by one of Borgen's quiet smiles. 

The factory had moved her position [ 
away, so it had to be another direction-fix 
came the steady bearing note from about | 
away by its intensity, so she must have been 
us. Our speed back would be quite a 
three towing whales, 

The sea was a bit more choppy now, an 
freeze on our plates above the water-line. М: 
relieved that the more delicate camera work in th 
done ; and a hot meal in the mess-room was a we 


1i á 


by’ again. 
Half a dozen Fin whales were 


ballast." \ 
We slipped along 


watch the chance and ju 


port. 
Two unborn whal 
pathetically amid entrails | 
the flensing deck. Anoth: 
ments of the industry. 
whether a swimming wha 
the earlier years of this whe 


caught seem by all repor 
in a search for these 

than one in four preg 
there had been no r 
whaling war years?* Ol 
about it. There has beer 
nationally agreed quota. 
as the total permissi 
Certainly far too m 


or six of the small Seiw à 
of whales of all species 1 
season to make up 

total of close to thi 

like twenty thousand 


* In the last few Antarctic se 
for some obscure reason been гїзїп 
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highly paid and shareholders in some | 
large dividends in case the torture may 
next year. All to produce still more таге 
number of overfed fat humans in many 
to grow no less, and more and more heart 
down under the strain of our living excesses, 
popular doctors are generally those who tell i 
that the trouble is their pituitaries and not 
On a subsequent trip on Southern Wilcox, ) 
was at what must surely have been a gunner’ 
five whales; the first two killed at once; t 
minutes for the third and fourth; the last on 
surface apparently unconscious but still 
minutes. If only whaling could have been like tl 
time. ue 
The men were now beginning to count tl 
end of the season. Seven days a week the slaug 
on for the whole four months at sea. It was bad 
Machinery and men needed a rest, and the v 
Six days shalt thou labour is a sound law and it 
more and more obvious that whaling would 
observance. 
I checked up again in the next few days on 
of the meat by the bursting of the intestines, a 
of the livers, hearts and kidneys as well as th 
the humanely killed whales the taste of these 
hardly distinguishable from those of the finest c 
the flesh was whale, you ate the muscle prepa 
trace of oil in it, and under the circumstances. 
detect it. Otherwise only the larger size of the fil 
steak distinguished it from beef, But in 
mutilated whales there was tremendous 
Steaks were distinctly oily and had often got to 
of smelling as a well-dead fish does ; while t 
en Were not so good. It was obvious that the 
у about one whale in ten could be marl 


зо THIS таа uM 
iIternative to beef until humane killin 153 


nstead of an occasional occurrence, As it was, & routine 
tons of edible meat was lost from each whale ve to ten 
cessing to utilise just the five to nine 15 pro- 


+ * Рег cent of oj] į 
fibres, and at the immediate post-war hale m in the 
was an Antarctic loss of ten million pounds sterlin, Prices it 


8 annually, 


* * * * A 


At the end of February we had a visit from another of our 
oil tankers, Southern Collins. She came alongside in sheltered 
pack, after, like Opal, having to wait for bad weather to 
abate. 

March brought increasingly cold, blustery days and it 
was obvious that winter was approaching. More frequent 
fogs seemed always to be heralded twenty-four hours ahead 
in clear weather by any penguins around the Ship; their 
departure soon followed by the wind going more northerly, 
By March too the little Wilson’s petrels had nearly all left 
us, probably already on a northerly migration ; but the Cap 
doos and the Killer whales were at their routine as usual, 
Antarctic petrels accompany their cousins these Cape 
pigeons most of the season. Rather similar in colour, but a 
more chestnut brown on the wings and mantle without the 
same mottling. They tend to keep more to themselves, lead- 
ing a more independent existence in small flocks in the pack 
ice, congregating frequently on the tops of the larger bergs, 
and never so attracted by whaling operations. The winter 
Mortality amongst the Cap doos is very heavy. They learn 
to depend so much more on the whaling operations than the 
other birds do, and when the season closes down they have 
lost the way of fending for themselves. There seemed Wi be 
ап understanding between the doos and the Killer wha m 

hey Tespected each other's territory, and while the a 
avoided going near pieces of whale entrails on Wachs 
Killers fed, the Killers seemed to keep away from ET і : 
the petrels had claimed, Time and again the great dorsa 
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fin of a Killer would move right thr 
doos, but they paid no attention to 
Killer molest them. Y 
With the increasing fogs an 
Harvester's rigging now generally 
ped in cellophane, but thaws of onl 
were frequent, when falling ice added to 
flensing deck, On board the factory 
I found that medium-weight under 
weight wool with a sweater an 
enough, although extra lightw 
trousers and blouse would be ne 
days. But on the open bridges of t 
in later summer, when spray froze 
thick flying suit was often not enough 
. Cold hour after hour, especially when 
wind off the Antarctic land mass. 
were open, with just canvas windl 
as far as Iknow have used closed Д 
so often just get frozen fast and drift 
Mid-March now, and in the first si 
I swung down on to Southern Shore, a 
catchers, once more to exchange the 
the quieter waters and the peace о; 
were scarce and the nights gettin, 
light failed the first evening we 
drifted ; two Crabeater seals an 
bouring floes keeping us compan: 
dazzled by the catcher’s lights, had 


then he rolled over on to his back, 
people should come to play with him 1 
Next morning, choppy seas outside 
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ind. As we passed j 155 
southern wind, Аз | passed the towering faces of а bi 
Me berg three little grey black dorsal fing it ig 
t? ming through the wave crests at a- enl qiia 
skimming cor bit & great Speed, then 
disappeared. Three blows a bit farther on and again those 
еск backs that just cut through each wave with. егу little 
showing —Sel whales, the grey speed merchants that ah 
gown to the extreme south only towards the end of the 
whaling season. There was nothing else in sight, so we 
chased them for half an hour before one crossed right in 
front of our bows and the gunner fired. The harpoon went 
right through the little whale toward the tail, with the 
grenade exploding in the water, But he died more quickly 
than I expected and when alongside seemed so pathetically 
small, forty-five feet. 

Seven miles further on, close to pack ice, another of our 
catchers was fast, with a harpoon in a big Blue whale, and 
in conversation with our gunner Thor Hansen, we were told 
they had been chasing for two and a half hours, We headed 
on west along the pack edge, coming upon a flagged whale 
carcass close to a small iceberg. In answer to our radio 
message to the owner of the flag, he replied that it must have 
been a whale he had lost nearly a week before, Giant petrels 
flopped away as we came alongside and the smell was 
overpowering ; so after retrieving the flag, the carcass was 
left to the birds. ) 

Another hour, and all we had seen was a little Minke 
whale that dashed away into the ice, So we turned north on 
а steady course through a sea of scattered drift ice. Crossing 
the course of another catcher heading back empty-handed to 
the factory for bunker oil, our Sei whale was handed over 
to him as a fender and we carried on. j 4 
_ Not long afterwards, away to the west, the single Ten A 
mg Spout of a Blue whale. He started to run ri ah we 
к approached, and as the catcher closed in he spat ҮШ 
Nei. with the shortest shallow dives iu ne a pin 

the last his great back arched and down he 
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ines st An 
Me Me time, four mi 
minu 
he gone? Six, then seven, and away 
the spout again—Engines full ahea 
easily again, waited until we were 
repeated the same tactics, this time 
us. Another twice, then the gunner 
‘More brains than we have, that lad. 
it. These words were indeed music, : 
burst out with extra warmth over 
gratitude. When bergs and floes are 
feel you are in a vast open sea, hun 
Моге like weaving through an arch 
often a single whale, chased by a 
plete master of the situation, with a 
a school of whales rarely if ever sho 
has been tried on catchers, to follow 
whale under water, and one or two 
Some gunners claimed it to be a | 
little value. A more modern echo жі 
is apparently more effective, and at 
to be loading the dice against the 
Yet while it may help in the capture 
may well scare and scatter all o 
range. But the continued persecuti 
ticularly of the Blue whale, has. 
allowed to go on. ber 
Half an hour after we left our 
countered two Blues heading south t 
it was hours away for them and 5 
could give them no sanctuary. If 
dodge round and round iceb S, 
R time they altered course repeate 
а Тапс straight run to try to shake 
junutes they kept us al] б pe 
hateful business, and at last th "s 


PLATE 19 


Once more in open sea, we 
are ae by one of the 
Antarctic Patrol people. 


i i by his 
Joined by his Lady—our Killer whale friends again. The male shows by hi 
à larger dorsal fin. 


aby of only three 
Part of the toll the industry takes An embryo — Ап айл р 
of life, Baleen whale on deck with months зое As ee 
а ten-foot long baby found inside fect replica 


her, 


Once more the waters of Leith Harbour. Looking West to the whaling station 
at the foot of the glacier in the distance. 


The Penguins now installed where 
the Piglets had been. 


They played up and down the hen ladders all the way North. 


E 


separated by a mil 
together. 
whale, after t 


sheet of fools 
out an accomp 


nd we co 
method. A full 
bring in biolo; 
involving coi 
beyond the 
co-operate i 
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whales. Since my talk with the Т 
the bridge of the factory two mon 
the catchers enough now to ap 
gunner-skippers, not so much for t 
this scamanship. The ids. 
lunging vessels at times right up te 
= iy and kept them there, 
and meant just split second co-oper 
rooms. The catcher first or second 
standing on the gun platform with 
heaving line from the factory. It n 
icy deck to send them overboard, but | 
Although in this too I asked them t 
they would just laugh. 


Chapter Twelve 


Back to South 


Giant petrels and the tiny moth-like 
carcass of a u 


forces its way out, either in his actions or 
a lighted lamp in that it cannot be hidden 
because it carries its own light. ir, 


EDWARD WILSON OF THE 


Back to South Georgta 


Tue end of March found us one hundred and 
south west of the South Orkney Islands. Our loy 
temperature still 9° Fahrenheit, but with a so 
it was low enough; and at this northern extr 
Weddell Sea any calm weather at all now allowed 
cake ice to form on the water, and the season was 
getting to an end, with the weather generally d 
Midnight on 7 April was our agreed closing d 
crews were glad to be coming to the finish. | 
quarantine cabin was being prepared for home 
passengers, one of the deck-boys celebrated by d 
the worst dose of chicken-pox I had known for ; 
The Antarctic has an endless store of surprise: 
we had even scarlet fever on the outward voyage. 
A moderate gale, from the west this time, cz 
before the last day of operations, so we shut down ar 
for Leith Harbour, picking up a final two Fin v 
Wilcox on the way, our course passing to the east 
South Orkneys. was 
As soon as the last whale had been disposed of, t 
an energetic tearing up of the protective plan ng 
plan deck. Scored, battered and saturated with « 
debris, the planks went over the side, We wallowed 
that at times looked troublesome, but the plan deck 
tions went on, and the thought was of how our 
were faring, each now on its own course for | 
bour. Beyond the South Orkneys the gale gave out, 
the last part of the journey along the north-east coast 


South Georgia was in sunny warm weather. The 
162 


TROT ee 
NACK TO ош 165 — 
jopes of the mountains were still bar 3 


"e now, 
a up v A growth. But ап Winter mantle of 
white was not far away, other 


Southern Venturer was just ahead as we c May. 
Leith Harbour, but instead of ug coming ates 


in calm, clear waters as I had hoped, the old trouble ius 


steamed in circles pumping out; the same s of four 
months previously. Soon after, the first of the bird casualties 
came in. Oil and bonus, nothing else mattered, 

he full realisation of the extent of the fanatical greed in 
whaling then came with a report that another factory had 
actually pumped a big batch of unused fuel oil overboard 
at sea, to make room for extra whale oil that she would not 
otherwise have had space for. This report was later con- 
firmed in London, and the quantity involved apparently 
close on two thousand tons. It was hard to believe that any 
manager in the industry could commit an act of this sort, 
‘hat the human species would one day pay dearly in retribu- 
tion for all such behaviour was a certainty. 


* * * * * 


The hill slopes of South Georgia have only a short period of 
real greenery of tussac grass and mosses, when the birds 
and animals have their breeding season. By the end of March 
the penguins are departing from their scattered nesting com- 
munities, and the Elephant seals too leaving for the winter 
at sea. Colonel Niall Rankin had come down from his home 
in Scotland on board Venturer to spend the months of the 
Whaling season on a study of the albatross and other bird 
life of the island. His motor boat A/baiross and two Shetland 
lads to help man her, were transported in the same way. His 
craft had at one time been a unit of the Royal National 
Lifeboat Institution at the Fraserburgh station, and, now 
fitted with twin Kelvin engines, she was a fine compact 
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sturdy craft for this South Georgia coast work. 
also commissioned to collect penguins for the 
had set out with a whale-catcher fitted with 
foredeck. On a series of press-gang raids on у; 
townships, selected protesting inhabitants 
Great care had to be taken to avoid injury 
crowded as they were on the catcher in 
weather. But they were ready for us to 
hundred and fifty in a pen on shore, mostly 
Chinstraps, Gentoos, and some of our Ro 
On Harvester a large enclosure was fen 
of the stern whale ramp where the piglets h 
old spacious flat-bottomed rowing boat con 
swimming pool with a lining of green tarpau: 
salt water. Hen ladders allowed intending bath 
to jumping-in level; and up and down th 
traffic was to be almost constant the whole } 
But the Colonel had had a trying time over 
problem, Large supplies of fish were needed, 
ments for this were not satisfactory. We hi 
ahead from the whaling grounds to South 
catcher to be out with men at the fishing lin 
end of the season it was apparently the old sto 
and fish were not whales, and nothing had 
Sometimes you even wondered if some of thos 
had any real interest in their own wives 
considering the law did not allow them to be | 
In the end we got one of our own expedition. 
take his catcher out in an effort to make up for] 
was rather morc interested in his bunk than 
catch anything smaller than whales; but we 
boxes of a species of Notothenia, not unlike s 
and a few of the long-jawed Cryodraco, known as 
fish, and covered with a transparent, sticky, mv 
both Species excellent eating. This last-minut 
pedition did not yield anything like enough for € 


E: 
BACK TO SOUTH 


rs, and whal Р VRCREFA 165 | 
assengers, whale meat had to be used ' 
larger Kings thrived well enough on to help out. The 


up in small, thin strips. But the Ching ае 1t Was cut 
Rockies could not digest it well and so had bee ү ноз and 
fish there was. It is difficult to get people to mee what 
penguin species eat mainly krill, and little squids, Fish à 
not а constant part of their diet, and so often zoos t oA 
feed their penguins by pushing such as whole БАА 
down their throats ; a great strain оп their digestions, 
Harvester was now being got ready for the voyage back to 
Britain. Most of our catchers were tied up in a long row to 
see the winter through at Leith Harbour. One or two due 
back to England for major overhaul would have to do the 
journey again in stages, taking on fuel oil. Some of our crew 
had transferred ashore to overwinter on repair and general 
work, when they would rejoin the factories next season. But 
our sister Southern Venturer had more whaling yet. Due to sail 
a few days ahead of us, she would travel through the Straits 
of Magellan with some of the older catchers to spend a 
further six weeks hunting Sperm whales off Peru in the 
Humboldt Current ; that cold-water stream rich in plankton 
and fish life, flowing north from the Antarctic up the west 
coast of South America. It is the haunt of the small female 
Sperms with their young as well as big males, and where 
these creatures have been seen to gather round a stricken 
harpooned comrade regardless of their own safety. Н 
One or two of Fenturer's men сате along to my cabin 
before she went, where we were discussing the results of the 
season just completed. These conferences usually started 
with whaling, but drifted on to any subject, with anyone 
dropping in to take part. Engineers started off by refusing 
to sit down because of greasy dungarees, ending up in the 
course of an argument, on the white coverlet of my bunk. 
This time Jack Flynn, one of the electricians, was in the 
armchair, and Walter Manson had come in to tell me about 
his afternoon ‘stroll’ up Mount Caronda, and was stirring 
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a cup of cocoa beside him : ‘Well, Doc, there we 
more years of Caronda or South Georgia if 
goes on the way it is. As many wasted 
left out to rot with flags stuck in them. | 
cach factory is worse than the next. Those 
whaling conferences should come right do 
for themselves, but they just take anybody’: 
goes on, and the inspectors don’t seem to bo 

“You couldn’t say that about our inspector, 

‘No, that’s maybe right enough, but we I 
lot of whales. And what about this factory | 
just pumped his fuel tanks overboard? Fifteen 
of it ; the manager of that lot should have been | 
the sea with the oil. What was the inspector 
to allow it?’ j 

John Duncan, the second engineer, walked 
gracious, Doc, you don't mean to tell me 
electricians in here." 

‘Johnny, I don't know where I would have b 
my electrical gear in the hospital if it hadn't be 
lads. Sit down and tell us what you really came 

*Well, it's like this. Our shower has packed u 
you think those baby whales could be lifted out 
to let the man that works hardest on this ship get 

Walter pretended to clutch at a chair for sup 
John had the usual twinkle in the brown ey 
the thick Nestlés, looking like whale milk, wí 
cocoa. З 

“Апа I suppose this man Manson is having a m 
something. Now I'll tell you. He's going home | 
Shetland hide-out of his with a damn sight more Бог 
any of us will get with all our overtime." я 

Walter was a favourite with the engineers, for 
always willing to help them on any extra job about 

deck, even in his off time. | 

‘I know we'll get a fair bonus this time, Duncan 
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['ve said before, this company in the 


from now ; and will there be an A 

a fall in whale oil prices prao T e us then? Can 
overfishing going on now, that any man б и the 
this game for long can see? We haven’t the fishi es s 
used to be to fall back on in Shetland any ЖЫМ, | si 
bue what our kids are going to be faced with iar » 
| 1 liked Walter too for the way he had always taken an 
interest in the running of the industry, not just accepting 
his bonus at the end without question. And you couldn't 
help agreeing with what he said. The Scottish sea fisheries 
were going through a bad spell; the recovery, resulting 
from the war years’ stoppage of the pressure on the fish, 
apparently being rapidly undone, and there was certainly 
a temperature change too that was making the fish move 
their grounds farther north. But I was disgusted with the 
whaling industry even more for its callous cruelty than for 
its short-sightedness. 

‘And wait, Doc, till you see what happens in whaling 
now the Blues are getting more scarce ; they'll bawl to be 
allowed to kill Humpbacks again, but kick like hell at the 
suggestion of your ten years protection of the Blues. I tell 
you they're oil mad.’ 

Tom, the Third officer, had opened the door and was 
standing with Cyril MacDonald, one of the wireless 
Operators, at his back. Cyril was a lad who seemed to enjoy 
appearing as a bit of a Communist when the opportunity 
offered. Twice torpedoed on tankers and never married ; he 
said the Honolulu maid with whom he had fallen in love 
thought more about the latest Yankee washing machines 
than she did about him, and it took the romance out of 
Waikiki in the end. Upon which information John Duncan 
would start trouble by his admiration of her good sense. 
But Cyril was à Highland dancing enthusiast, and that 
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finished the so-called Communist front. E 
letting yourself go in a reel were not 
on the arm of the big chair almost on 
he joined in. t Р 
‘Well, are we going to sit and wait 
from a government that doesn’t kno 
industry is? Agriculture, fisheries, 
beyond them, and we'll be caught out 
with still fifty million folk to feed. Ү‹ 
Рос? 
They had been well treated to the bees | 
at various times already, particularly on 
forestry and the like, and certainly w 
beyond any government to really get a 
why the decent companies had such a r 
the right thing. But when we talk of Social 
real Socialism? The whales were true Soci 
true Communists if you like, yet they 
in spite of all man could do to them. 
The Second turned round from an 
bonny lassies that kept my cabin w: 
ful and a source of well-being to any on the. 
with temporary depression : ‘Quite so, Doc, | 
to visit these ladies again later, but I'll g 
you'll get the bairns out of the bath —O.K. 


y 
2 


ine, Johnny ; and you can take the dirty cuj 
you.’ ML: 

But it became a useful discussion. Other сї 
the past had done the same as we were doing an: 
the sands of the deserts now. They apparently 
similar state when they crowded in cities on s 
industries where ultimately everyone ordered evi 
around and nobody did anything really producti 
Each parasitical on his neighbour until they all 
Where the human species is heading generally, is 
important than any temporary fanaticism about. 


Ae 
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bbit begin to dE sy 
enecies that rabbits cannot begin to com : 
Weeding over a period of years, The Был in rate of 


„іойісаПу, while humans go on and ; out 
ве following power in the hands pr: ү Political 
or the selfish, follow so quickly on the oy, ека) 
cities and the mentality that results from aie Fad in 
influence. But we are no different from the rabbit К, 
it comes to destruction of our food supplies, 

Cyril had been thoughtful as we went on: ‘But Com- 
munism would control these things, when everyone acts for 
the good of the community, and birth-control can be ordered 
wherever it is needed in a food shortage.” t 

Tom looked pityingly at him: ‘Birth-control by separa- 
tion of the sexes in labour camps you mean, Junior, Though 
they might be doing something even as good as planting 
trees that we hear about, it still doesn’t excuse the way it is 
done. Real Communism doesn’t exist amongst humans. Did 
it ever work out amongst them anywhere? No ; you have to 
have a dictatorship by a bunch of bullies with inferiority 
complexes to get anything done. But, brother, [21 grant you, 
your Communism will be no worse than what we'll have 
Sooner or later if our Jerry friends go ahead in the same 
old way and allow themselves to be run by another bunch 
of louts,’ 

‘Well, people have to be ruled by force until a new 
generation has been brought up to the new State. Workers 
behave like animals given the chance, when they hold 
marches and smash things, because they don't know what is 
best for them in the long run. That's why force is needed ; 
call it fear if you like, To begin with, at least it's necessary. 

I didn't like Cyril bringing the other poor animals aR 
such a comparison with men, and Tom stared at him before 
he spoke ; ets 

‘Listen, my son. If a man ever objects to what is being 
done to him he can go on strike only once ш your Com- 
munist Е] Dorado, we know that. He disappears before he 


Rc" 


170 THE PATH THROUGH PENG ч 
сап do it a second time. You saw the co 
mansk when you got the chance to go 
Empress of Australia. It didn't look so 
Remember the funds for the Russians, 
fighting for the Kremlinites, not for Russ 
swords of Stalingrad, and the London 
hammers and sickles on their scarves? Y 
boys laughing all the time; laughing as. 
bunk-mate Jack Peters, drowned or froze 
North Cape trying to get tanks to them, 
had ordered the invasion of Finland. № 
enough away from it, but from some damn 
your stupid make-up, it appears rosy to 
Cyril, boy, it's just a rebound from the fe 
had about the treatment your father got 
you can't condemn all employers becaus: 
any more than we could condemn th 
Russian bloke for his misfortune at having. 
Duncan reappeared with an armful of 
‘Nationalise the lot, that’s what I say. The: 
a nice warm bath all day long. Nobody to 
give you your books, or dismiss you.’ 
“What about the wife, Johnny?’ came 
armchair behind Tom's back. j 
‘Oh, hell! I forgot about her now.’ 
Walter got up to go ashore to see som 
were staying behind to overwinter: ‘V 
about going out to some place like Australia 
from home are needed there to start proper far 
country is to be saved, and not just leased 
develop. But their labour troubles are app 
worse than ours, I don't know. Perhaps Canada 
better ; or East Africa, for I hear they are to s 
fisheries from there in a big way. But the wife tl 
planning idea of the Government will be too ро; 
when folks can sit back and not worry any more 


МЕТ ints al 
ipn TO воуту Орос, d 
aving the kids growing ц to / 
sami or anyone else. hed bi if ty from a 
um (00, апа І don’t think th, "ll k. Г] inaybe 
get their lasses to write to the wife and Bet her ; 
Шуу Te 

‘You'll miss the peats, Walter, and you 

hat the weather is going to do Without seein ndness 
Hill. But I knew if he went, Walter ЖОШ H 
asset to any country, 

‘Oh, I'll miss Shetland, but the world is what you make 
it anywhere. I don't mind во long as the kids are not brought 
up in a city. We can aye come back later if jt doesn’t work 
alter a three years trial,’ 

Johnny ran his fingers through a mop of hair that looked 
as though it could do with a bath ; "There's Captain Thomas 
Lindsay there, our gallant Third officer. Time he emigrated 
and did a spot of real work,’ 

"Your bath is getting cold, Mr, Duncan. The engineers 

on this ocean-going barge are not quite skilled enough to 
provide steam for a bath as well as the ship’s whistle, so in 
case we have to move, І suggest you get a move on before 
you have to break the ісе. led Johnny to the bath before 
the peace of the cabin was completely upset. 
Tom was examining the little cactus I had brought from 
Tenerife: ‘You are concerned about the cruelty to the 
whales, Doc, Well, I can tell you there is a big hell iei iia 
waiting to be ripped open in the same Australia that tote vi 
was talking about, I've been for my spell in the Out "^ 
Stations, and the torture inflicted on scores of now : 
of their cattle and sheep is a terrible thing, and | " a 
Dy the same sort of mentality we have in wha ing, ee 
for more and more wealth from meat and Meo! y - 
the curse of that fine land, But we may be all a pod 
Seas before long ; then all that rot will have to en a va 
and instead of doing something about it at home Ой f 
all this cotton-wool cradle-to-the-grave cissie business. 
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¿h a bite out of it. The valuable otter 

iemned on the strength of that, and pecs рза lo 
"uen the water was so full of eels the salmon АШЫНАН. 
илсе of survival. While down at the cases: T 


Dundee, salmon fishery people apparently with the samc in- 
tolerance or ignorance had been trying to kill the equall 
valuable seals that kept down the same eels and almost xd 
tainly more than earned the few salmon they took. Against 
this sort of mentality, chemical pollution of water, and more 
more hydro-electric disturbances the salmon was gal- | 
йу fighting to adapt himself for continued existence, It \ 
was all so typical of the way man treated his surroundings, 
\nd in our farming there was deterioration, the result of | 
the decline of true fertilising and the excessive worship of | 
the machine, Fewer and fewer men were left willing or 
ible to care for plough horses, the gift to us from fifty 
nillion years of evolution. Our life blood now was becom- 
‘ng at the mercy of the mechanical tractor, a man-invented 
contraption of only fifty years, dependent on oil fuel from 
ar countries, We were surely fitting the noose around our 
necks. 

There were sounds as though a large seal, previously 
quiet, was now enjoying himself in the bathroom, probably 
like so many humans, and seals too, having at last got tired 
of a critical inspection of his ventral contours as he soaked 
his anatomy. Steam crept out round the door. 1 

Tom emptied his pipe into one of the cups : "Never mind, 
Cyril. You'll be a big capitalist yourself after this trip. If 
you were in the Russian factory, you wouldn't be likely to 
have the finance you have now ; more likely to go home with 
your tram fare. And if you said it wasn't right, you'd have 
à nice, long time to cool off in the Arctic instead of the 
Antarctic,’ 

Johnny had gathered his things together, and сопа out of 
the bathroom a much cleaner boy altogether : Well, they 
had better watch themselves at home; if folks get Scotland 
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and our Tom upset, they'll find their p 
redecorated in tartan. Then they'll 
about their daft government control of ; 
consequence and got on with the real 
tell them about, such as beer for w 
boys?” 
Duncan was a good lad to have 
Scotland was invariably the quarry used 
There was a knock on the door: ‘Mr. 
to see you in hospital, Doc.’ * 
Inside the operating theatre door 
lay one of our homeward-bound pas 
guin. Niall sat talking to her. She was 
hoisted in a sack up to the deck with 
banged against the side of the ship. 
stretched out and she was unable to s! 
injury, and the patient lay very quietly w 
taken. No bony damage was revealed, and 
corner of the penguin enclosure, where 
of her being trampled by the others; but 
became one of our losses on the way home. 
The boys had brought their session 
gone when I got back with the Colonel 
guin food problems, Later, when he 
dered on our previous discussions and. 
be dogmatic without knowing all the i 
Australia, New Zealand, Africa, been oj 
to the rights of the existing peoples in 
the emphasis in the past not so often 
rather than development? Could we now 
for not understanding us when we 
ently working toward what we hoped 
ment in the lands we administered, and y 
gusto the words of Land of Hope and 
in а position to criticise anyone else? Y 
come when governments honestly carri 
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Tne chance now came for a visit to the Argentine 
station at Grytviken. Mr. Fleuret the magistrate 
back to his home there from Leith Harbour, so I 
on our catcher Southern Truce. Fifteen miles йо 
to Cumberland Bay until we turned in past the. b 
Nordenskjóld Glacier and round King Ed 
where on the hillside stands a simple little cairn 
facing Mount Paget, memorial to Ernest Sh 
had been located by his geologist, Vibert Dougl: 
In through the narrows at King Edward Со 
grouped Government residential buildings, the 
house, wireless station and custom house. Truce 
the Customs wharf before going across to the whal 
at the head of this sheltered Grytviken Bay. Mrs. 
was down to meet us and had a lunch ready whicl 
not forget. Beautiful fresh lettuce and tomatoes fi 
own greenhouse, the first I had tasted since leavi! 
And from my chair at table I could see across 
where, quietly grazing on real green grass, was а 
looking Hereford bull with two equally happy-loo 
Later I walked round the bay through the whaling 
jumped a wall, or rather a good Antarctic dry-s' с 
and landed in the middle of as healthy-looking a bun 
young pigs as I had ever met. They scattered like 
then just as suddenly changed their minds, and cam 
back. Tough little Grytvikens eating the best of А 
vitamins, the winter blizzards had no fears for them 
quite true what Walter had said, this whaling station 


example of what a whaling station should be. Instea 
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yaraphernalia of whaling scattered 
4m С : was comparatively neat and tidy, ME the 
and pathways and roads between sheds were clean. Ro 
ironwork, and equipment generally, stacked pieles pes, 
item could be found at once. Obviously a pride taken Se 
place. Was it perhaps because the manager, foremen, 
wireless operator and' others had their Wives with them? 
Probably that had a lot to do with it. But when I have 
suggested the same thing at other stations, the idea has been 
looked on as something quite impossible. Yet women stand 
the South Georgia climate perfectly well ; they contend with 
far worse in Labrador and Alaska mining camps, and would 
easily stand life on a factory Ship too. Are men afraid of yet 
another of their so-called strongholds falling? The excuse 
put up by one company that women would upset the men at 
work is I am sure just another bit of whaling nonsense. The 
psychological effect of the homely presence of well-chosen 
women in isolated communities is of great value. 

On along the shore line of the bay ; it was a calm, sunny 
day and all at peace. Dominican gulls as usual paddled in the 
shallows, beside the stranded hulk of an old wooden vessel, 
Close to the Hereford bull and his lady friends, a pathway 
Tan up to a small rather neglected cemetery where small 
headstones stood at the graves of whalers of more than one 
nationality who had died far from home. And at the far end 
beside a wooden rail fence, а simple upright, undressed, grey 
granite block marked that of Ernest Henry Shackleton, 
With the date of his death while on the Quest expedition as 5 
January 1922. He had died at South Georgia, and his body 
Оп its way home to Britain when at the request of Lady 
Shackleton it was taken back to the place which had meant 
зо much to him. They were brave women these, the wives 
of such as Scott, Shackleton, and Wilson, who had to be 
Content to take what must to them have seemed a very 
second place to the Siren of the Antarctic. A 
I sat down at a corner of the grave, and as a faint murmur 
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of Cap doos came from the direction of the whal 
the grey granite dimmed, and I seemed to 
heaving waters, and a ship’s lifeboat partly 
rough boarding, with a tired, weary man t 
the tiller. As he turned his head, the eyes wi 
calm and full of hope. A smile crept over his 
features, A wave crest slapped against the bows 
of spray shot up as the whole boat began to subm 
until only the rudder remained. And som 

dorsal fin of a great whale that sank into the h 
the grey granite block. As I looked up in the 
Mount Paget, I knew that if he could do what 
could hardly look on that grey granite again if I 
whales in their trouble. No, I had not been 
Antarctic in comfort just to put bandages on a few 
sail home again. Л 

Very reluctantly I said goodbye to Mr. and Mrs. 
Falkland Islanders who had made their home her 
Antarctic oasis for those few hours. Truce took me b 
Leith Harbour in the failing light. A 
That evening a Cape hen, coming over against 

of our factory flood-lights, collided with the ri 
was brought to me for a check-up. They are deli 
things these Cape hens, or Shoemakers as they аг 
called, like rather heavy, dark-eyed, sooty shearw 
the whaling grounds they come round periodically, 
get mixed up with the other noisier Petrels. This 
no protest as I examined her. No broken bones and 
age other than apparent slight concussion. But she v 
to be on her own for a bit, so was given a box on 
deck and christened Brownie. Our preparations fo 
ture were getting on toward completion, so next day I 
go over toward the point at Cape Saunders at the en 
the harbour for a farewell to any of the penguin peo} 
might still be around. And it would be best to take 
with me to get her away from the oil of the station. 
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It was midday before we got away 
and scree slopes above the lighe heise: over snow 
entrance to this whalers’ bay. But as [ slithered Point at the 
surfaces and frequently sat down, Brownie la: ОН үчн 
arm and would look up with a funny little eid И ту 
head as I talked to her. Once round the point, the sl о ne 
men were gone. To the east, the sea that went on Pp 
round the Antarctic continent until you came in Sin 
back to South Georgia again, And along the coast to the 
north-west, the rugged headlands that looked out up the 
long trail of the Atlantic. On and on past the northern sea 
territories of the Wandering albatross, to where the shark 
people lived in the warm water, and the flying-fish planed 
over the waves. Until it ultimately got colder again and you 
came to more ice where the Harp seals lived; and then the 
North Pole itself. But the rugged headlands were content to 
stay where they were, guarding the bay where laughter and 
love, violent quarrels and make-up kisses, sometimes tears, 
but never hate, made up the life of Penguin City. This 
was April, and most of the citizens would be gone for 
another year, taking the youngsters into the big world. 
Brownie just quietly contemplated it all, and I did wonder 
what she could be thinking. 

A rather bedraggled Gentoo penguin stood on a rock at 
the water's edge. He looked up as we came along. The very 
same penguin from whom I had tried to clean engine oil by 
smearing him with butter two days previously. I had found 
him first sitting on the shingle high above the water at 
Leith Harbour, lonely, and giving a pathetic little call uu 
and again for his pals that had gone. I had left him n т 
could get away without being messed up again ; vts re d 
Was, taking it in stages to get as far away as possible | 
the source of all his trouble. 

We sat down beside him, 
tussac grass, But the party Was not comp 
Shore I could see a few penguins apparen 
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Brownie quite content on 
3 lete. Out from the 


tly just lazing 
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around. Suddenly the water seemed to е! 
three Rockies shot out to land beside Gen: 
sclves and proceeded to come right up to say 
—nice day,’ very solemnly as they left wet р: 
rock where they put their feet. Was I | 
Brownie half-rose in sudden interest and sa 
while Gentoo took it allas a matter of coui 
back to us while he persevered with the clea 
little buttery feathers. 
"Well, hello to you too, people. We're very 
you along like this, for we thought maybe you ўи 
gone off by now. Are the children all grown 
Rocky Two in the middle had most to say | 
Three on his left was rash enough to contradict 
point, whereupon there was a tremendous d 
and a good bashing from Two’s flippers. The 
lapsed into reverie as they stood, and a littl 
seemed to creep over everyone except Gentoo, 
with his toilet. No, there could be no glimmer 
any time in the make-up of those little folk, not e 
Leopard seal who waited for them amongst 
They accepted him as just part of the scheme с 
Misery was something only man could inflict. 
Gentoo shook himself, and at last turned and 
step by step toward us, when Rocky One woke uj 
equally deliberate way went to meet him. And 
beside his unfortunate friend to help him with the b 
bits on the back of his neck. Rocky Two then cam 
nibbled at the button on my jacket | ‘It was me,you 
before you went with the whalers. What did you i 
This surely was where I had to start pinching m 
‘Oh, Rocky, it was horrible, a dreadful, brutal 
I saw them take hours and hours to kill one of y 


whale friends. It's as bad as the way they torture the 
animals for days in traps," E 
‘Do men do that?” 
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“They do, and just to Bet skins to hang on the bodies of 
their women for decoration, Thousands ОЁ years ago men 
were kinder ; they only took skins then to keep out the cold,’ 

‘Don’t women use them to keep warm}? 

‘No; only in far-away cold places are skins of deer needed 
for that, And in our civilisation men don’t use furs, yet they 
haven't as much fat as women to keep out the cold." 

‘But don't women know that it is cruel 

‘Yes, Rocky; some of them do; and the others don’t 
think, but their vanity is greater than their kindness,’ 

He walked away a few steps to absent-mindedly watch 
Gentoo at his cleaning, and then came back, 

"Can't the kings and queens and emperors and other 
rulers we hear about in the countries where men are, tell 
people to stop hurting the animals? 

‘Well, kings and queens don’t often have much to do 
with actually making laws nowadays, but I hope they will 
help to put things right, for people like to copy what they 
see kings and queens doing. So if we can get all those kings 
and queens and princesses all over the world to show 
everyone how bad it is to torture the other animals, then 
perhaps it will not be done much longer.’ 

‘But will they help our whales too?” 

‘Tm sure they will, Rocky, when it is all explained to 
them. You see, men are cruel to the whales to make money, 
although they make the excuse that it is necessary to get 
food. And those kings and queens depend on their govern- 
ments to tell them truthfully what is happening, but 
Sovernments аге, І am sorry to say, often bad and selfish." 

‘Are all men very stupid like that?—If we penguins were 
always busy hurting other people and ordering them about 
We would never have time to swim in the lovely sea and play 
in the snow, But I know too sometimes I have to make that 
girl of mine sit on our egg longer than she wants, for if 

“Not careful I just get left to do it all.” 

ou’re а great wee lad, Rocky, but you should have 
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brought that little lady of yours along too 
baby can look after himself. But stupid, did 
is probably the most stupid animal that ha 
stupid that he thinks he is the cleverest anii 
Rocky, I don’t know just how to explain it 
world of men is just now divided into two b 
ideas called Communism and Democracy. 
really what any of it means. The Commu; 
want to feel powerful and make everyone else 
equal and then order them about to do things, b 
quite know what things or why. The Democracy 
to have what they call freedom for all, but app 
cludes freedom for themselves to hurt any other 
people whenever they want, for fun, or to make 
of men, Rocky, talk about the slavery of Со: 
look surprised when they are told there can be n 
cracy that doesn’t recognise the rights of all creat 
through it all men fight amongst themselves 
other too." 
‘But is your man animal happy in being s 
*No, he isn't, but his brain is all upset with th 
civilisation he has found himself in. The only ho; 
to get away from it, yet it has a terrible fascina 
that he doesn't seem able to shake off. But don't 
Rocky. We'll keep fighting along to try and get 
the bad things he is doing." 
He wandered slowly over to see if Rocky One 
а good job of the back of Gentoo's neck. } 
It was getting late. І picked Brownie up for a | 
seemed much brighter as Rocky Two returned and nil 
at her beak. Gentoo was beginning to look a lot | 
I would have to be getting back.— Would Bro 
right now in the dry tussac if she rested a bit 
that was all fixed up. Rocky Two and his pals w 
after her, for she liked the same food as they did 
were not particularly keen to go away for some d 
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hen she coul 
mld be fine. 
people that wi 
that they were 
remember to | 

They knew 
within the sa 
months before? I | 
off Gentoo with so: 
the necks of the thre 
to leave Browni 
opened out one Беа! 
and she nibbled my 
she was carefully settl 
the penguins and уу 
the top of that lov 
People. Keep away fi 
shoulder above the lig} 

A few more yards an 
back. Gentoo was со! 
The Rockies had m 
be in deep discussio 
would like for sup 
voice just stuck. I wa: 
reply. 

* 


The twentieth Apri 


Poon question, They 
ugh when I told them 
Whaling all these years 
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antique Weapon, Then they would = 
it was wrong, But I was impatient to ge 
than thinking done about it. Another wani 
1 had not spent as much time on his catcher 
or two others, but they were all good-natu 
1 took the chance of putting to them our 
gunners didn’t want any new methods 
killing easier; but they brushed that а: 
there is not anything in being a gunner, 
are willing to come down again and again | 
kroner, Plenty men too in Norway can 
they would not leave work at home to co 
years, see?" But amongst them is a rivalry 
sensitivity where securing whales is conce 
they felt their reputation was built on an 
that would not stand any adverse luck and po 
in another man being chosen in their places 
But the gunner I perhaps knew best didn’ 
care whether he got whales or not. I never say 
ried or upset, and he was more humane th 
in his killing ; for he took more chances of m 
at the vital area behind the head as the whale su 
than wait for the great bulk of the body to ap 
score at the end was in the top rank, D 
Niall Rankin's :f/baess had lain at a buoy 
Harbour for the last few days, with two deck 
shape of King penguins, George and Sarah, 
with a rope to one leg. There on the foredi 
contemplating the world in general, all the time 
from one foot to the other in a rhythmic—pad, 
Just never stopped, except when you visited the 
they wondered if you had food for them, When 


What did they think about? Were 
being taken from their home? 


THE соону шыш 
The Albatross was brought alongside 


against our plates. The officer Superintending had evident} 


gentlemen.’ Rather what the Colonel was fearing, but his 


way to England, then fly to Gander. He came along with 


glad he had had time to come, for there are a lot of things 
to be seen to in laying up a catcher, 
We discussed our next plans, and then Thorvald said 
‘Doc, now we have talked about gunners. I tell you I was 
one time mate on a catcher with Johan here when we were 
not able to see many whales, and the gunner he enjoy 
himself with some whisky. It was not good weather, but 
suddenly we saw one single Fin whale. We chased him and 
everything was ready to tell the gunner, But he had been 
With so much whisky he could not stand up himself, Two 
men help him from his cabin to the gun and hold him up 
there, Then pretty soon—Bang !—and the gunner sit right 
down—Plop !—but the whale go right down dead at once. 
“Ah! splendid, bravo !” we say, but the SUNNEN No, dun 
pah! it is nothing to kill one whale from in such a big 
lot." * Thorvald winked at me as he glanced at Johan. | 

Ви Johan, with his smile, was preparing to ро: "T 
People talk plenty, Doc. Don’t listen too ouR Jd | 
be seeing you in Newfoundland perhaps—eh ү 5 
“ome good times yet, I’m just going up to see Captain «ВВ. 
And another chapter of Treasure Island went out and along 
the alleyway, 


aggressive 


much more sedate 
dogs. In the rear 


The Penguins go North 
As Southern Harvester moved slowly to 
to the bay, leaving the whaling station to th 
the early afternoon sun in a clear sky ma 
warm. Some of our penguins were not i 
dition, and with the fish shortage it was decii 
go. They walked with slow deliberation 
whale ramp, paused to look back as though 
believe it true, then jumped into the foamin 
propellers. Instantly they were beings 
excitement. They rolled about, throwing the 
over themselves, squawking to each othe: 
How I wished we could release the whole lot. ' 
think would gladly have seen them go too; we 
sick of the callousness over getting the proper fc 
And as the little chaps toddled down the | 
Engineer on the deck above was most с ) 
damn shame. Doc, you can do something ab 
can’t we let all the poor little devils go? 
If he was miserable about it, I felt the sam 
apparently was a Company’s gift to the ZOOS, : 
some co-operation over the whales. The p 
stances had surely not been thought of at home. 
whoever was responsible over the penguins 
would just create resentment that would do m 
the animals in the long run. Had I known then 
would plan out, I would have been convinced 
possible justification for keeping any of them. - 
The average zoo seems so pathetic. There are 
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for freedom, and can be eyen happier than in TN. 
have food, and a bed, and fee] Safe, th 8 mals 
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easily pacified. We are fond of talking 
freedom-lovers. Humans are animals, Are they happier in 
prison? Who are we to Say humans are the only creatures 
that should not be exhibited in zoos? Undoubtedly some 
animals get along well enough in captivity and can enjoy 
human company, but in these days, when excellent films 
can show the creatures in the happiness of their native 
haunts, were we not committing serious offences in putting 
such as our penguins in confining enclosures? Penguins 
in captivity may look reasonably contented, but just see 
them at their antics in their native land and there is no com- 
parison whatever. We make great birds of prey that should 
be sailing the skies, sit moping on a bare branch in a small 
cage with a lump of meat in a corner. But along comes 
Someone who is himself free to say it is all right, eagles 
don't really like to fly much. I wonder: is it captivity that 
has altered the spirit? And when a tiger has escaped and 
got its own back on its captor, it is the tiger that is shot as 
being dangerous, having dared to have thoughts of Visi 
So many zoos to-day are surely obsolete. The idea о 
having something to take the children to see is no justifica- 
tion. After the initial novélty, children get as much г 
Sut of watching a domestic duck, and more ШАО. е 
cat at home than watching a great creature behind aj 
know some fine directors of zoos, genuinely fons e 
their animals, but many feel that the majority of these 
4 in a few out- 

Places ag they are, are not right. Although in mU 
Standing cases in more than one country they are setting 
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a fine example of what can be done, yet the 
so often in the initial capture and confinem 
animals is deplorable. The answer probably 
all right for a few animals is all wrong for o 

Although possibly no zoo is more capa 
of penguins than that in Edinburgh, to wl 
birds were going, yet what we were doing 
bad, But by the way it all looked at the 1 
be content with seeing just a few of t| 
rejoice in their freedom. | 

In the evening sun we headed north up. 
while South Georgia gathered its clouds ro 
the Allardyce Range. The top of Sugarloaf 
Paget in support. And gradually a rosy p 
delicacy touched the higher slopes as though a s 
for our departure. Or—was it at the insti 
that this Antarctic outpost was giving a wel 
signal to all the other creatures, that man 
another six months, and they could be happy 
were the headlands that protected Penguin | 
in, the cove where I hoped Brownie was 
gathered strength again, probably still 
Musketeers. It all faded, faded in the increasi 
gradually the whole mass of the island re: 
great cloud canopy out of which it had app 
months before, | 

One leaves South Georgia with a genuin 
those friendly, happy, trusting animals that 
home ; and not just disappointment, but a 
man and his hard commercialism that allows | 
such widespread suffering. 

Day after day we retraced our Atlantic trail, whi 
air temperatures rose gradually. But as with all 1: 
we were too high out of the water and too fast to с 
much of the wildlife above or below the waves. | 

It was time now for beards to be removed ; 
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The officer of the watch shouted down 
Saluta coming, Doe,’ 

Our store-ship, she was now going over to United 
Kingdom ahead of us, and we had thought to play her out. 
So while I went for the bagpipes, the microphone set from 
the bridge to the loudspeakers was warmed up. As Saluta 
moved across our bows over the waters of the fjord, black 
smoke in a column from her funnel, we sent The Road to the 
Isles across to her, the boys aboard cheering back. 

Our own anchor winch started up, while the cable bell 
sent its tinkles amongst the woods, and we followed out into 
a sunset rosy in the haze. 


199 
from above : ‘The 


chapter Fifteen 


The Road through the Isles 


Waiting to the last moment before diving away from our bow wave. 


‘The service we render to others is really the rent we pay for our 
room on this earth,’ said DOCTOR WILFRED GRENFELL OF LABRADOR, 
and by ‘others’ he surely meant all the creatures of the earth. 


THE PENGUINS СО 
ith scissors and rather painfull 
e faces on board that we had not Seen gj 
ae and whose existence had been entire} 
forgotten. A beard can cover a multitude of sin 
were embarrassing roars of mirth when some 
were once more revealed in all their nakedness, 

Our penguins were not very haj нае A 
March or April is not satisfactory at heel re Ns m 
breeding season, and in the case of those other than the 
larger Kings, the annual moult has followed to make their 
condition still poorer. A Macaroni was the first to die, in 
latitude 37° South. He had no reserye fat on him what- 
ever, and there was inflammation of the stomach which 
contained some undigested whale meat along with partly 
digested fish. 

The albatrosses escorted us again through their terri- 
tory, and at 28° South what appeared to be a Kildeer 
plover sat with us for a while on a barrel on the plan 
deck. Two days later in 18° South, two Chinstraps died, 
both emaciated after being off their food for days. Excessive 
heat alone might have been enough to kill them so soon after 
the moult, and I could find no gross lesion anywhere in a 
Post mortem. Next day a King went, and although well 
nourished, a dry white mould showed throughout the air 
sacs from the lungs, although the lungs themselves appeared 
normal, Was this the dread mycotic disease I had heard of as 
attacking penguins in captivity? { 

Our Ee were id weakened state and their food 
Would have to be cut still smaller to allow them to absorb aH 
But even small pieces of whale meat with its rich d 
кетей to lie as dead, indigestible lumps in the arp vas 
the little penguins. It was bitterly disturbing to А А little 
the very fish we were so short of for those ài б t 
рор appearing on the menu for the crew. jug alc ever 
pe bungling was responsible for this, no (ШШШ, {һе 
ТШЕ The usual excuse was offered that nobody 


o 


NORTH 
у by razor, Dai 


5 and there 
Of those sing 
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fish belonged to the penguins, and anyway the 
have a change of diet. Such continued selfishn 
tragedy to those of us concerned with our little 
How we wished we had left them all at South 
had an awful responsibility to them now. 
As Harvester went through the tropics, they 
sprayed with water four times each day, and I n 
men did what they could to help them, and 
stretched across above the skidway to keep off 
One thing had to be watched. A whaling facto; 
way home from a season is cleaned down from to 
to get rid of all the greasy debris prior to a 
paint. For this cleaning, strong, hot caustic 
used liberally, and when the winches and decks 
treated in the vicinity of the penguins, there 
danger of damage to their eyes. This was g 
ing the birds railed off as far from the area of 
possible, but a responsible person had to be 
time. ў $ 
Surface sea-water temperature was now 841 
and even with a breeze, the air temperature of 
а sore trial to little Antarctic natives. Howeve 
long before northern latitudes began to give 
On the 4 May in 10? North, a small, be 
blue beetle sat on the glass of one of the port 
the hospital with a 'Can I come in?' look ab 
From where had he come? We were five hunc 
from the land of West Africa. Was it from 
person's voyage had started, driven by the 
winds? No, that wouldn't do ; this was May anc 
African winds would be over. He must have 
passage from the Southern African lands, riding in t] 
layers of the South-east Trades. Or had he taken 
а ship until he got tired of it? But not another 
seen since leaving South Georgia. 
Shortage of fish for penguins was now 
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O моют — : 

had radioed ahead to another of the b | 

make arrangements for a өнү to be vue Lt tins о "EN 

Vincent in the Cape Verde Islands, | {эн а" 
On the morning of the 6 May, the 


outline appeared ahead, and we crept in Fd ean nab 
toward an anchorage at Mendelo, in past ey yg 
on its rocky island pinnacle: a compact town of 2f ng 
inhabitants, ringed by what appeared as barren desert dis, 
No fresh. fish awaited us. Whether the message was mis- 
handled or just again nobody cared we never knew. In the 
end, as a last-minute rush, native boats went out and we 
managed to buy some, But tropical and subtropical fish 
rarely have the food value of cold-water varieties. After the 
brief change seeing palm trees, and the donkeys that plodded 
along the dusty hill tracks, we sailed again the same day, 

Shortly after, two Chinstraps, a Gentoo, and a King 
penguin died, all showing the same gross fungoid infec- 
tion of the air sacs, Three had no sign of anything in the 
lungs, but necrotic patches in the liver. One of the Chin- 
straps had white points of lung infection, possibly having 
had better resistance than the others, but the covering 
membrane of his heart was covered with the same mould. 
The King and the Gentoo had whole fish still in their throats 
showing that the attendant who had fed them was still not 
interested enough to carry out the feeding instructions as to 
cutting the food into small pieces. The question was, had 
this mycosis developed as a result of captivity amongst 
humans, or was it present in the wild state? The answer is 
apparently still unknown. Sick animals disappear so quickly 
in their natural surroundings. 

Three days from the Cape Verde’s we were at Las 
Palmas, where the breezes were cool again, and most wel- 
come fresh fruit came on board. Here another Macaroni 
died, with advanced inflammation round the gullet, which 
may have been from perforation by an unaccustomed fish 
bone, again from careless feeding. 
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On again northwards toward the more fi 
ping lanes, when a cargo vessel, the Sr. Min 
Rio de Janciro in the late evening, flashed us 
we were. Twin-funnelled tankers are not | 
generally excite curiosity. 

Another five days and the Channel Islands 
and grand again to hear the wheeling gulls afte 
inarticulate cousins in the south. They are de 
creatures too, those I have met in Canadian and , 
ports, Are our British gulls a happier race that the 
always so much to talk about? WR 

It was in the Bay of Biscay that we had the la 
penguin deaths, leaving the numbers of the small 
considerably depleted. This time they were 
Chinstraps, a Rocky, and a King. No gross les 
Rocky and the King, and if it was a virus infection 
cords showed no inflammation, as was to be expecte 
the organism had killed them extremely quick] 
Chinstraps both had gross mycotic infection of the p 
but only one with white points in the lung. In a gi 
picture of all our deaths, the worst involvement of t 
sacs was in those showing no obvious disease in 1 
All livers were heavily bile-stained, some with 1 
patches. The Kings remained in better condition tl 
out than the little penguins, the emaciation of h 
being very noticeable. This might well have been 
alone by the fact that the Kings had recovered 
moult two to three months before the smaller spei 
finished their ordeal. But in many cases 
internal parasites, which I was unable to detect | 
which the penguins lived normally in harmony, ha 
the upper hand with the confinement and poor {ее 

At this later stage of the voyage, some of the 
penguins, particularly the Rockies and Chinstraps 
in a few hours go into a state of coma following a pei 
standing with neck-retraction and running at the 
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beaks pointing upwards and back. The соса Tested x / 
day or two, when they lay apparently dead, but ay pu. 
fast, with no apparent after-effects, T was commenciop x | 
post mortem оп one, putting the nails through flippe 
to fasten it out on a board, when one foot OD | 
drawn up. The post-mortem idea on that Опе came to an en | 
and next day the body was able to stand on its own feet, Was 
it a virus they picked up from humans Which they overcame 
with amazing speed? 
Clocks went ahead again half an hour as we steamed up 
the English Channel, but as the bridge again forgot to 
spread the tidings completely, there was another slight 
hitch in co-ordination. Meanwhile, another whale factory: 
ahead of us had got herself aground more than once in the 
area of the Thames Estuary and had to pump part of her 
valuable whale oil cargo overboard to get free. You got the 
impression in this industry that a bit less of the smash-and- 
grab would benefit everyone. Oil strewn on the waters of the 
Antarctic, and now perhaps seventy whales had died solely 
that hundreds of tons of it should pollute the home waters. 
Hardly an advertisement for a business with much hope of 
a future. 
May 17th and the south coast of Norway appeared out of 
а warm haze; and as we passed along toward Oslo Fjord, 
the forests of fir and pine seemed to come down to the water 
to meet us. At Tonsberg the anchor chain rattled again, a 
day under four weeks since we left Leith Harbour. 
Tt was the end of the expedition for most of our Nor- 
Wegian boys, flensers, cutters, factory hands, and men of 
the catchers, In front of us United Whalers’ factory ship 
alaena lay at anchor too, and beyond her again in the 
distance, with her teapot bow, the old Ænrarctic. [ 
Gaily decorated private launches came out to pick uP 
their men, while ropes, barrels, and sundry implements an 
bits of tackle went with them as souvenirs, doubtless to be 
Put to good use, But we sere leaving a dirty trail here as 
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everywhere. Fuel oil, apparently from our 
a black scum line round these beautiful 
usual nobody seemed to think anything 
unfortunate owners of the little boats, — 

‘The hearts of our penguins were gladd 
for we managed to get a supply of some с 
fresh herrings I have ever tasted. They 
and I disposed of five at tea while Mr. Wilhelr 
demolished eight, although, to keep up 
moderation, he had the first five in the mes 
other three taken quietly to his cabin. The p 
up after their first taste. The ‘Oh boy!’ ex 
faces were not imaginary. Happier little fo 
I wish we had had them treated decently lil 
start. This little extra consideration 
so many. | 

As it got toward sailing time in the late 
stood by the rail beneath the bridge. After 
breezes played a little in the fir tops and pass 
a treat it was to be again in such a pleasant 
a people who kept their country clean and tid 
by example that every stick of timber in thi 
precious. Beautiful little houses peeped out fr 
conifers that were preserved with meticulous c: 
the water's edge. None of the dreadful, oper 
slashes in woodland that mark the buil i 
some other lands where forest fire hazard 
lightly. A nation conscious of a great heritage 
to preserve it. If only we treated all our wild! 


The Mate came and stood beside me, s 
pleasant, serious, downright quiet way : 
_ ‘You would enjoy it here, Doc. My home, San 
Just over the other side of the land there. Y. 
like to take care of our trees. We will show you a lot 
| interest you if you will come and visit us.’ _ 4n 


Across the North Sea through a calm, 
another calm sea all next day toward th 
Next morning South Ronaldsay on the sta 
were doing thirteen knots through the 
looked like five over the ground. And ой 
rip took our great bows right round 
degrees. A plaything 32,000 tons displace 
ing sea. At such times you look back. 
dreaded Pentland Skerries are well astern. 
Then round the corner and into the 
May night the twilight held on, and i 
Outer Hebrides chained out in a даг ) 
floating оп a wispy haze as though bedded 
against the orange glow in the west. And 
of the morning, a light away in the dir 
drifter ?—perhaps ; fading gradually into t 
warm dreamy day when all creatures wi 
gently on with their way of life—Only 
through it all on a striving, fixed course, 
get out of his way. Did he know hi 
going? Did it really matter whether we 
tothe Moon? Unless we were strivin 
better place than we found it, we wou 
remaining permanently frozen into the . 
f What had we accomplished in thi 
individual expedition, 1,743 whales ha 
Ri 1,226 Fin, 2 Sei, and 33 
› г m hae 
Sperm ail ea А. ui 


‚| e old whaling. days the | 
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arrels, and the measure persists to-day, alt 
ow run into bulk tanks, At a measure of s 
ton, this gave us nearly 20,000 tons of b 
alone, and fourteen other factories avera 
The whales destroyed in the Ant 
would, if placed head to tail, str 
from London to Edinburgh, nearly three hundred and 
fifty miles. Just one industry of many all driving to the 
final end, when evolution would have to try again, to pro- 
duce some organism more satisfactory than man has been, 
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shelter provided by Nature, then man, leaving as he does a 
trail of devastation everywhere he goes, is the only organism 
so far known to biology which fits into this category. And no 
Other creature in the history of this world of ours has, as 
far as known, ever become what we are so fond of calling a 
pest, without man having been the cause. Mice or rats, the 
rabbit people or the locusts apparently have multiplied out 
of all natural proportion, enough to cause trouble by daring 
to copy our destructive habits, only when Nature's balance 
of habitat and predator animals has been upset by the human 
Species alone, 

I pondered on all this in the bows as we passed the — 
of Kintyre; and as I watched the little crie mi 
comical, indignant expressions behind their in 
and blue be while they waited to the Me pane dd 
diving away from our bow wave, the herring oe en 
low over us aft, talking to the penguins. 
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welcoming them and asking what sort of 
arctic was? Perhaps telling them they hope 
happy in this new land. The tranquil day 1 
ав we altered course to clear the Isle of Man. 
With the bagpipes I went up to the monl 
the wheelhouse to put on one or two of the E 
tunes. As the pipes played, the gulls one 
on the rails beside me, so close I could have 
and touched them. Perhaps for twenty min 
lasted, the rails gradually filling up with this s 
that overflowed on to the rigging of the fo 
we had ended with The Skye Boat Song there 
silence. Then these gull people broke into a 
at the top of their voices—What is it about 
that has a fascination for the wild creatures? | 
of the notes that is just right for their ears? 
same and will listen quietly with their heads 
water. Would a violin have the same affect? 
Cattle react at once to the pipes and feel th 
and caper when the pipe band of marchii 
near them. But this was the first time I had 
overcome their shyness in such numbers, | 
the captive penguins at South Georgia, y 
politely noncommittal, certainly refrainii 
of hostility. Bagpipes are certainly not 
music, but surely it is not too late for man 
ugliness of his present way of life, and some 
tune with the other creatures and the uni 
We nosed into Liverpool’s Gladstone Di 
meat meal went over the side in sacks to b. 
relieved us of our whale oil, the penguii 
like their Antarctic selves after their | 
duced to those who would try to take care 
future homes the Edi Au 
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transference from the pen to the box-trucks 
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them the final бү: of чо journey by road, 
maintained their dignity t толесе О 
had to do à bit of clowning, and two in parti 
еу were being hoisted in a crate over the shi 
o pretend they didn't care by having a violent quar 
mid-air. We could only wish them God-speed, with a 
fervent hope that they would not be too unhappy. I saw the 
Edinburgh ones two years later. They seemed in good form 
in the circumstances, although one or two of the Kings had 
been lost with a type of dysentery. 

Our voyaging was not yet over. South Shields was to be 
our fitting-out port to prepare for next season. So, after a 
few days, relieved of her precious cargo, Harvester again 
slipped out of dock and down the Mersey, passing another 
whale factory ship, the South African Empire Victory, as 
she came up the river. Just a skeleton crew with us now, and 
by the following evening we had left Skerryvore Light astern 
and the Outer Hebrides were again ahead against the sky. 

I sat in a deck chair behind the bridge with a mug of 
cocoa. For me there was no question of it being the end of 
an expedition, but just the close of the prologue to a much 
greater one. The brutality of the explosive harpoon must be 
ended somehow. What battles against selfishness, apathy, 
and prejudice lay ahead were as well not thought about ; it 
would have to be tackled bit by bit. 


* * * * * 


But how had this whaling grown into the present mur- 
derous industry? А 

Over a thousand years аро man started the active pursuit 
of the Cetaceans, both Baleen and Toothed whales, following 
his discovery that specimens stranded on the sea beaches 
could provide him with food and fuel. An era of relentless 
hunting coincided with the industrial age, when by the 
middle of the nineteenth century, whale oil was mainly 
used as a lubricant, illuminant, and in the tanning and 
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the] great numbers oí 
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lengths of whales caught were far too : 
then Discovery Committee's findings by 
whale is not sexually mature until over 
only sixty feet long could be destroye 
chance to reproduce themselves even 
century we have seen an exhibition of m 
of his greed orgies. Year by year the slau 
There have been various amendn 
agreement, and in 1944 the limit to. 
catch was imposed as the 16,000 B 
The Washington Whaling Conference 
an improved Whaling Convention. 
arctic quota was not reduced but to be 
supervision and the minimum len 
taken were increased; for pelagic facto 
feet for Blues, fifty-five feet for Fins, 
forty feet, Humpback and Sperm thir 
cases where whales were taken by |. 
consumption of the meat by local abot 
the permissible lengths were slightly 
Grey whales or Right whales was not 
except where the products were again 
aborigines. The South Pacific fron 
Horn to the Ross Sea, south of до 
а sanctuary for Baleen whales at all times ; 
could be taken anywhere south of 
This South Pacific sector гезе. 
of little value in the protection of the 
tions of them there they do not app 
merely passing through it on 
The working of such regulations, 
were, depended on international 
running the industry of sufficiently 
wholeheartedly co-operate with th 
factories in the strict enforcement c 
Once agree to further cutting down 
j | AL 


sa 
in 
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c the minimum whale sizes at the sli 
Lapin? Or would commercial or muon ga 
b dominant and demand a slackening of regulations ander 
, plea of necessity, and that might only end Up in a free for 
w God forbid we should ever ignore the generations of the 
future to the extent of a repetition of the destruction that 
ended whaling in the Northern Hemisphere. 
But as this 1946-7 whaling season ended, things were not 
satisfactory. After two world wars, and the tremendous 
increase in human population threatening a third, efficient 
food-production on land was suffering as destructive culti- 
vation methods caused increased soil erosion. And whale 
oil, valued before War II at £15 sterling рег ton, was 
now at £100 per ton. The season had seen fifteen factory 
ships with their chasing fleets from five countries in on 
the scramble, many of them large modern vessels similar 
to Harvester, replacing the ships of pre-war, most of which 
had been sunk by enemy action, And just as the power 
of veto inserted in an unrealistic moment into the regula- 
tions of the United Nations where wider international 
matters were concerned, so the Washington Whaling Con- 
ference of 1946 made provision for a similar veto, which 
might well be subject to abuse. The Conference established 
a permanent International Whaling Commission formed 
by representatives of member countries and with power to 
amend the whaling regulations. But any government which 
did not want to obey any particular amendment need not do 
so provided its objection was duly presented within a 
certain period. Y : 
What had this past season showed ?—This deck-chair was 
so comfortable and the night warm enough, but the remains 
of the cocoa had gone cold beside me. The Hebrides ar: 
into the skyline of South Georgia. А silent herring Wn 
| sailed past overhead, and there again was the tranquil, 
steady eye of the Wandering albatross. Once again our 
decks were a welter of blood, and the big bergs with their 
P 
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wonderful colourings went drifting by 
f calm weather under an azure sky, 
Wer hat they meant to the w 
spoiled by w. суа di 
fogs and gales all too infrequent, ys 
boiled whalers got miserable, but when 
life involved more than the worship of 
Sedna still had some control over the 
tragic stage. | Ў 

What a wonderful sight it had been to 
ming, just the poetry of majestic motion, 
these beautiful creatures pouring blood 
on the surface towing a four-hundred-ton 
the end of a heavy harpoon rope was pitiful. 
this so called advanced age of men, so off 
more of torture was inflicted on a whale 
fixion ended in death. Radar, Asdic, and а 
brought in to join forces with faster and 
sels, but little or nothing had been done thro 
to ease the cruelty of it. Could we imaginea 
or three explosive spears driven into its stoma 
to drag a heavy butcher's truck through the 
our cities while it poured blood over the 
finally collapsed an hour or more later ; then 
a slight idea of what a whale goes thro : 
centuries, no matter what new torture 
vented for them, these creatures had suffered. 
in silence, 

The air was getting chilly as lights showed 
crofts on Skye on our starboard beam. Stra 
sailing as though on her own, deserted b 
Penguin voices now and the whale ramp bare | 
n: these months been just another dream? — 
күс 

Penguins came to warn us this time 


lie another t : h 
final berth, ^ 9009 in thick fog before g 


As though the Giant of t) 
thrown it into the sea.— 
and loveliest colourings { 


I cannot provide you with thi 
cutit... every one of you 
BARRIE; Rec 
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Tu fifth of June 1947 and we were aloni 
out berth at last. The engine telegraphs rang 
Engines’. Southern Harvester’s first whal 
ended. 

But in the hospital there was still a i 
reports for the company, and everything sto 
& new medical staff next trip. Surgery 
Arctic or Antarctic expeditions are very diffe 
routine of practices and hospitals in cities. 
icebergs one day drift placidly in summer 
next day may be one howling gale. There the 
own radiologist, pathologist and theatre sister, 
second opinion on any particular problem you 
nearest penguin or polar bear. When an ope 
be done, the ship's fifth engineer may be first. 
one of the radio operators anaesthetist, Then the 
often gets back to duty in much less time than 
he knows his mates are waiting for him and th 
taxpayer to cover an extra week off. 


With eleven ships in our own particular w] 
unit, and two extra tankers and a su 


Stern with machi 
whales, with litt] 


were to be expected, But Harves 


к and а mpleted condition 
actory not as 


many machinery guards were in p 
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ight have been desired, yet mangled feet and hands were 
ery few, In view of the explosive harpoon still used in the 
Killing, causing rupture of the intestines of the whales, 1 
took a large supply of anti-gas-panpgrene serum, but little 
was required, in spite of the whales being handled at times 
in a very putrid condition, 

The hospital layout as finally planned on the factory 
was reasonably good. Five normal beds, with two extra 
isolation cabins for emergency, and an operating theatre 
equipped for every possibility. Portable X-ray equipment 
was a great asset, Originally the main hospital ward was 
fitted with eight beds, but in tiers, The upper beds had to be 
removed. The practice so common on ships of putting such 
beds one above the other is useless, If a case is bad enough 
to need hospital, the patient cannot be attended to properly 
in such conditions. 

The whaling surgeon is likely to be busy at any time in 
the day or night during the three or four months’ active 
whaling. During daylight hours, most of his work will be 
with the factory hands, but at night more of the catching 
vessels will come alongside for bunkers and stores and to 
get any sick men attended to, for only in serious cases will 
they interrupt whaling operations to come in specially to the 
factory. In addition to accidents there are always the few 
dental cases for extractions or fillings. And when he is out 
on catching vessels, radio-telephone keeps the doctor in 
touch with the rest of the fleet. I would say to any surgeons 
who follow on my trail anywhere off the beaten track on land 
or sea ; the animals other than men expect you to be able to 
handle their troubles too, so learn all you can from your 
veterinary friends. You may not meet another piglet with the 
art of getting a bit of comfort by false pretences quite so 
highly developed as in our little lead-swinger ; but if you do, 
give him the benefit of the doubt. The other animal people 
don’t get many breaks in this man-dominated world. 

The hospital was locked up finally, and I took the keys 
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for safe keeping to the bridge. Looking out fro 
house on this busy river metropolis again. 
wonder—was this smoke, grime and di 
same carth as Penguin City? What was 
Flying as well as ever perhaps after the M 
done a good job. Perhaps they might all 
from now onwards, and Gentoo once more 
too. I crossed the plan deck for the last tij 
bodies of so many great whales had been p 
Once again cascades of white-hot metal we 
around as oxy-acetylene cutters went through 
on alterations. How short a time it seem 
welders sprayed molten metal in a last ru 
away. Yet how little did I realise then, as 
talking to Walter, how much cold cruelty 
vealed in an industry stripped of the false mas] 
journalistic glamour. 

A taxi took me up to Newcastle to ca 
Scotsman' for Dundee with my baggage, and t 
formalin-injected baby whales, sharks, crocodile. 
Whale ovaries, testicles, thyroids, pieces of bo. 
bottles of krill and phytoplankton destined for t 
sity. ; 

A few days on the banks of the Tay to 
affairs, then southward again to London on 
reconnaissance for a humane harpoon, 

And London again was an anticlimax. < 
and irritable motor horns. Was it not Gino 
companions of the Greenland Ice Cap who h 
reaction ?—'We returned to civilisation f 
after a year of glorious life, to find a cynical, 
peopled mainly with business-men 
entirely different from our own. After the | 
long-looked-forward-to bath and reunion 
everything tended to fall flat.'—And 
prison camps of Hong Kong, had it not 
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with our passengers? Yes, the world of men was divided 
into two camps in more ways than one, There were those 
scattered over the globe trying to live in harmony with 
Nature ; and those who segregated themselves from her in a 
civilisation that was becoming more and more strangled by 
its own selfishness. And the latter group was divided by 
fanatical creeds that might well end in the extermination of 
the whole. The other animals had been the friends of man in 
the past ; we had to try to save them from getting mixed up 
in the debacle that was looming ahead, and with the whalin 
industry showing an increasingly avaricious outlook, there 
was little time to waste. i 

But this noise of humans and their traffic was not helpful 
in the working out of the problem. I retired again with the 
foolscap for a conference with those wise old owls of Rich- 
mond Park. 

If some of our whales really had to be deprived of 
their lives for our benefit, the least we could do was to do 
it kindly. How then could we get close enough to them 
to accomplish this? Could they be paralysed painlessly to 
prevent them getting away? Drugs such as curare or 
hydrogen cyanide might be used, fired into the muscle of 
the whales in a dart from a light anti-tank type gun or by 
rocket propulsion from a weapon of the bazooka class. The 
propelling tail flukes of the whale would be the first part to 
be affected, when the catcher could then close in to a certain 
kill. I had a number of conferences with Dr. J. W. Trevan 
and his assistants of Burroughs Wellcome & Co. at Becken- 
ham. No, it wouldn’t do. The cost of curare enough to 
affect a whale would be excessive, and in any case the whole 
world supply would not meet requirements, Hydrogen 
cyanide would be dangerous in view of the possibility of 
pockets of the drug left unabsorbed in the meat when 
frozen. At Beckenham they went into all the other drug 
Possibilities we could think of. There was nothing suitable, 
although it was of interest that aconite had been used in 
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whaling by the aborigines of Asia and А; 
again too persistent a drug for our purpose, 
Was there then another way of keeping 
diving while it could be approached and | 
Could compressed gas be fired into it tha 
comparatively slowly to avoid rupturing the | 
had used liquid oxygen in a mixture of carbon 
as an explosive for rock blasting on a hy: 
in Scotland, but anything in the nature of 
barred in this whaling problem. Overlo 
Hyde Park, it was discussed with Mr. S. 
British Oxygen Company. Liquid air would 
if a container in the harpoon could be filled ju 
moment of discharge. This alone would put 
sideration ; but in addition, although a liqui 
guess would take about two minutes to eva 
whale, would the nitrogen not come off 
explosive mixture? Carbon monoxide would be 
handle. The possibilities came down to carb 
nitrous oxide, Buoyancy required to prevent 
merging would be with about 150 cubic feet 
gas, and a mild steel cylinder to carry this 
form would be too large to be fitted to an 
It was essential at this stage that the exi: 
should be adapted as far as possible, ; 
But carbon dioxide might in addition act | 
cause quick death by forming a gas embolism 
blood circulation; also its presence in 
improve the keeping qualities of the meat 
was likely to be very inefficient if the h. 
close to main blood vessels somew] 
the body. One of the catchers attached 
Balaena had tried carbon dioxide co 
head, when the whale on which it was te 
quietly in a short time of minutes. But 
it seems would induce the gunners to 
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Sir Robert Robertson, who had been Chief Government 
Chemist in London, suggested that a small missile using 
high explosive would have much greater killing qualities 
than the existing black gunpowder, But there would have 
been danger to whalers from misfires embedded in the car- 
cass during cutting up, and even if a long range non- 
explosive high-velocity weapon was used it would only 
encourage mutilation of whales which would never be re- 
covered, while the damage to the intestines would still be 
there. 

One method remained, and fortunately the most promis- 
ing of all,—electrocution; by a harpoon transmitting an 
electric current from a generator on the catching vessel, 
the current passing by an insulated copper cable incorpor- 
ated in the foregoer rope trailing from the harpoon as it 
fired. The Germans apparently considered electrocuting 
whales last century, and there were records of tests carried 
out from about 1929, but these were lost during the last 
war years, and with the death of the engineer investigator, 
Dr. Weber. However, bit by bit these reports of the work 
already done were coming to light again. The Norwegian 
Whaling Council in 1933 set up a committee of investi- 
gation based on the German work, but following some 
tests using 200 volt current at 50 cycles from generators up 
to 10 kilowatts, the matter was dropped. 

Electrocution is possible in whaling largely by reason of 
whale blubber being an insulator. As the harpoon pene- 
trated the whale’s body, a contact switch on the catcher 
would make the harpoon electrically alive and the wound 
through the blubber would close round the rope behind the 
harpoon. The current passing from the generator into the 
whale would go out to the sea water almost entirely by way 
of the creature’s mouth, apart from the genitals and anus 
the only part free of blubber, passing through vital organs in 
ts path. The whale could surely be quickly stunned if not 
killed at once, with no mutilation of the intestines; and 
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with little or no strain on the foi 
be great saving in wear and brea 
our knowledge of the action and 
still meagre. When a mammal dies 
tric current the lungs often remain | 
The whale has thus not the same tend 
ately on death as it does with the ex; 
from the solving of the cruelty p 
amount of time saved would be th 
the general adoption of such an elec 
existing three or four months Antar 
be greatly reduced. 
The Universities Federation for 
London had taken great interest follo 
from the Antarctic. They had then kinc 
ing in the University of London to allo 
explained to our scientists and represen 
Government Ministries and others 
slides from the pictures I had taken 
and the discussion afterwards was val 
chairman and founder of the Federati 
help, took particular interest in the tac 
tion problem. 
I was sorry that the whaling compai 
been in the Antarctic could not see 
the research. So I turned to U 
London, owners of the new factory 
already shown their capabilities in 
in other things. I certainly did no 
the kindliness toward the wild cr 
Vyvyan Board, one of their directors, 1 


from the economi 
with the idea of h 
It did not take 

experimental. fitti 
without question t 
before the end bec 
might well take years. 
and voltages used wa 
Electric. Company 
works was brought 

et the necessary e 
shift, The né 
government departn 
barely attached to thi 
down there wastin, 
of pounds sterling а 
its importance not г 
ing. The D 


the Aberdeen expre: 
Association in D 
an electrical h: 


ended. The Com; 
the waste from d 
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Wiru Canadian Pacific, the company u 
convoy I had gone for a little involuntary y 
in a row-boat in mid-Atlantic, I foun 
morning 1948 again out in Atlantic si 
tain Duggan), light in cargo, wallowed 
the seas allowed we exercised an Alsatian 
footed, pedigreed fellow passengers 
own. Off Newfoundland’s Cape Race, th 
steadily down, and a cold wind in Saint J. 
below zero made our Antarctic summer 
wave. But in the comparative shelter of 
where we berthed, a pigeon was feedi: 
youngster. Canadian pigeons are tough li 
lodgings in Saint John I wakened in the ni 
of a very small person on top of my | 
light went on there was Micky Mouse hi 
washing his face. The movement of my leg 
worry him. He was just like Chinstrap 
whale. Then he wiped his whiskers, ran over 
bed and I went to sleep with him doi gym 
the wire springs under my head. What a hi 
the friendliness of Canada. { 
In Ottawa the Federal Government—: 
Department of Fisheries—was interested 
problem at once, although Canada’s whaling 
оп a small scale and she has по pelagic fact 
this, her representatives at the Internati 
have been too modest in taking only minor p 
the discussions, But the small scale of her 
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very thing which gives her a clear о! 
the industry in every part of the World un е, ed bre 
bias of nationalism or monetary exploitation ce 
In the corridors of Ottawa's Раца Вапа 
introduced to many of Canada’s Tepresentatj b | 
Reid, ап M.P. and fellow Scot, It was good toh they 
‘They think they’re Something here, et 
good-for-nothing bunch if you only knew, But PI] hand it 


doing now? Damn it, but they’re trying to cross a mule 


with an Ayrshire to get milk with a kick in it,’ 


When the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation came 
along for Trans-Canada talks, the key they gave me was: 
‘Remember in addition to our cities you will be talking to 
the cattle country, the ranches and the cowboys of the foot- 
hills. They know the history of the mad slaughter of the 
bison in this country, and will see the whaling story in the 
same light.’ 

I never expected the re-broadcasts that went through 
after that, and the tiny shacks in the backwoods from the 
Alaskan border to Labrador that reported they had picked 
it up. The Canadian dailies got on to it, In Ottawa; 
‘Inhuman Whale-killing Methods Blasted.’ Montreal : 
"Enough Whale Meat to Feed U.K. if Killing Changed. 
Vancouver : ‘Wired Death Plotted for Whale Herd. 

And the usual banter went 2 Я 

‘And, brother, they tell me whales аге mammals. ү 

‘Sure they're We you mug. What the hell did n 
think they were—insects? Doc, we have some igno 
hobos in this damn’ country.’ 2 

Then into United 5s at Detroit, where fus 
Immigration girls were ready with their banter too: 
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ontraband? Yes, let's see the lar 
O.K.—but say, these are kind of 
at this penguin Diana ; isn't is! 


tell you the United States folk 

those penguins and seals and Whales 

their own, while the Immigration | 
s 


them. ; 
"What buses these are that 


Canada and the States. Rolling | 
Atlantic to the Pacific, Capacious- 
allow you to take as much kit : 
want to sleep, your armchair seat-b: 
the touch of a handle. f 
Through the great Holland Tun: 
into the still-quiet streets of М: 
runs among the skyscrapers. But it 
the crisp morning air would warm up a 
the onslaught of the hordes of buses, 
ing gasoline fumes, The Queen Mary 
Hudson River into her berth in the 
a breath of home. That night from a 
34th Street, I could see the full moon gl 
the haze behind the silhouette of the E 
But prices were high and dollars sho: 
had not arrived. So after two nights 
Central Park helped me out. Food : 
days when I could afford just over | 
shop in 9th Avenue, after an ac 
rescue with peanut butter at half-price. 
Official appointments allowed по · 
labour earnings ; but it was all for the. 
matter? There was the occasional рау 
would stop you to ask the price of a 
explained to one that I was in the same boat 
confided to me that he made thirty dollars 
game. Well, well, London had her little : 
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owspapers tal 1 

ol Field Marshal У 

поп. Trouble was 
death in that love 
as it had seemed 

Antarctic, I turni d 

of Hunter College Д 
in the stonework + 


WE ARE OF 
HOURS BUT | 
HEART ON TH 


In how many 
be upheld now? Perh: 
word truth had b с 


tained that truth w. 
As I looked up 
too to see what it 1 
that way very man: 
noticed them befi 
humanity milled 
midst, while fir 
ing through the 
Just how desperate 


coffee. But th 7 all 
Patient, if he 
would certainly | 
Ne door. O 
а high psychologi, 
Wounded шш 
Into quiet hiding. 
D 
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І had to push on; the country was becom 
in a Presidential election, and the whales' prob 
have to be attended to before election fever. 
oblivious to everything else. 

Fortunately for the dollar situation, I had bc 
earlier, and again a long-distance bus left the li 
York behind, and stretches of open road allow 
a chance against flashing neon signs. Late the n 
approaching Washington, we drew in at a roadh 
bite of food. The air heavy with subtropical scent 

fireflies on the bushes and long grass sent out their 
flashes to their possible mates; a much mor 
business in their little world than our advertising 
exhortations were in ours. 

Washington, wedged in on the borders of Virgi 
Maryland, produced its usual hot, sticky, sultry v 
summer relieved by thunderstorms that deluged th 
House, the Capitol, and all the attendant depar 
buildings that made up the seat of government of 
States. Everyone was kind, and at least gaye the im 
of being sympathetic with the whales, which to then 
American city must have seemed fabled creatures f 
great unknown. For almost a century had passed 
last whalers had gone out from New England. 

The United States National Museum, under the d 
of Dr. Remington Kellogg, had of course a long-s 
contact with Antarctic Whaling, but others now too 
taking an interest. The International Resources. D 
ment ; the Office of Foreign Activities in the Departm 
the Interior ; the Food and Agricultural Organisation 
United Nations ; and the Economic Co-operative Ad 
tration handling Marshall Aid to Europe; all list 
much as their way of life allowed. And so o 1 
question was: “Оо the British authorities not realise t 

the stoppage of the waste in whaling is so important 
dollars being got too easily? I wondered myself if 
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a case of apathy from too easily obtained help, T ТАЛ 
culties in getting harpoon testing equipment hard] ати 
genuine. Infinitely more complex problems h: db Meets gn 
solved and new methods ad war een quickl 


demanded. It seemed to be a case of the one or two Ye nid 
T MUS men 


on the job in London battling: to lever others out of th 
of custom and indifference into Which an ending Уган 
war had allowed them once more to sink, United Whalers 
were indeed struggling on, Yes, just what obstructions other 
than technical were they having to overcome? 

Back to the north, I found Canada tackling a forest fire 
problem, and in the hall of the Canadian Broadcasting 


Corporation offices in Toronto a poster got you where you 
couldn’t miss it ; 


Chaperone Your Cigarettes 
Don’t let Them go out Alone 


But the reek of trees being burned alive was everywhere. 
And over the air from the B.B.C. came the news from 
Europe: The emergency Berlin Air Lift—Tito, head of the 
first satellite country to defy Moscow—And the voice of 
Australia’s Prime Minister, Mr, Chifley, stated in no un- 
certain terms that unless Australia got ten million Britishers 
quickly, she could not do much in Empire defence. She had 
offered to take over part of the United Kingdom National 
Debt along with large-scale movement of industry. If that 
word ‘industry’ was to mean preference to the urgent emer- 
gency of reclamation of the spreading desert and reafforest- 
ation, with reversal of the human drift into the cities, then 
it sounded sheer common sense. If Australia could really 
handle this, could such an offer be turned down in face of 
a shrinking economy at home?—Through it all ina tempera- 
ture of 85? Fahrenheit the smoke of those forest fires drifted 
through Toronto to mix with the sticky aroma of human 
bodies. Thunderstorms had occasionally started these fires 
but the authorities had found that 85 per cent were from 
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human carelessness ; and so went on the torturi 
of the resources of this Dominion too. — 
The whales’ business trail led on steadily wes; 
Manitoba you leave behind the last. of the Pre- 
Shield country with its smooth, glacial-scoured 
the poplars and black spruce, that stretches with 
lakes-of-the-woods up from the Great Lakes to 
son Bay. Out into the moonlight-flooded P. 
Winnipeg in another luxurious Canadian bus th 
feeling of relaxation I had not known for a lo 
Prairie at night, with the glow from the previo 
ing round to the north has almost the feel of the 
But Canada does have some shocks for the tr 
afar who is in any danger of becoming too 
Regina in the early afternoon of another su: 
were in time for the annual Stampede processio 
front of a pipe band in the tartan of the Cameron 
the drum-major, but a drum-majorette in silk 
kiltiettes twirling a little baton. A neat, pretty 
exhibition was well done and I noticed partic 
not chew gum as she did it. In front of a bra: 
would have been fine, but ahead of kilted Hig! 
seemed frivolously out of place, giving you a 
feeling than on seeing a brass band in kilts. As I ret 
the bus I realised that probably it was myself that 
of place, for why should the type of show that often a 
in a music-hall be out of place in the street? After a 
couldn't expect Scotland to the Canadians to-day 
anything other than in the category of the land 
own one-time Redskins, and the traditional Stam; 
just being adapted to continue to live in an 
looked on newspaper comic strips as part of the ed! 
system. n. 
Beyond Regina, the Prairie much flatter with wh 
yellow clover and boxtail grass, over pastures tow 
of solid sodium sulphate, relics of a trapped inland. 
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Dg 
Medicine Hat the South Saskatchewan Riy nus i 
valley two hundred and fifty feet dee ideo ANS 


me gently as possible, A bye-law in Medicine Hat pro- 
hibited the playing of bagpipes in the open! What Strath- 
Spey-murdering enthusiast can have been so oblivious to all 
around him as to upset the City Fathers by going so far as 
to drown the broadcasting of their favourite radio crooner 
pouring out his soul on behalf of Dr. Ronnie's Little Red 
Regulating Tablets? And to think I had been told that 
Canada was more Scottish than Scotland. Well, my kilt and 
bagpipes were in my bedroll; it would perhaps be best for 
them to stay there. 

In the afternoon sun the bus climbed out on to the flat 
Prairie again with the course set for Calgary, two hundred 
miles away, But the gasoline tank had developed a vog 
flowing leak and it had to be a race to get there. Over (d 
Breat straight stretches of anything but smooth highway t ү 
speedometer needle flickered between sixty and seventy d 
the springs bottoming as she plunged. We just had to ua is 
almost to a stop once to let a badger get safely et n ү 
obviously had no built-in gas tank to cause vind КаК d 
апу particular hurry, At brief rest stops ne i ТОУ д 
steadily, and anyone who so much as put thei 
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ег pockets felt all eyes on them in case 
like even looking at a cigarette, 

Then Calgary late at night in the dark for a 
buses for the last long lap to Vancouver, At 
Northern Lights, deer sniffed around the cai 
streets, Five o'clock in the morning——Lake Lou 
heavy scent of the pine and fir; and an hour later ¢ 
bound Canadian Pacific ‘Transcontinental train и 
us for а few minutes, only to sheer off to snake 
spiral tunnels below Kicking Horse Pass, ‘The sj 
once an engineering nightmare, became a tri 

The last quarter of last century, at a time 
British Columbia threatened to go in with | 
States, Canada’s Federal East held them by а. 
link up by punching a trans-continental rail 
the Rockies in ten years. It was a tremendous 
years of muddle brought an ultimatum from ` 
umbia. The administration issued a dead-line dai 
completion—or else. The Federal Parliament in desp 
turned to private enterprise. The Canadian Pacific 

was formed that was to save the nation from di 
In less than five years of work in soul-freezing tem 
the job was done, Would we not do well to ге 
story to-day? УЛ 
A steady descent now by the Kicking Horse ] 
over twelve hundred feet to the isolated railwa: 
where two Black bears by the roadside looked m 
at our disturbance of them at their breakfast ез 
little further on, a signboard,—‘Animal Salt Lic 
Now I wondered, was this just for the other a 
or for humans too? Spoor was all round. Why 
be so attracted that they will travel miles |, 

isolated pockets of salt, or salt laid out in the w 

by human hands? Moose, deer, and mou 

come regularly to these places, Porcupine will 


axe handle to get the salty sweat from your | i 
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tent, Do they all really need it for thí e (M 
quantities that Nature does not normally provide? ‘Or io 
they just like the flavour, as humans do? Perhaps ај a 
land mammals, and probably the birds and Ай е ii of us 
missing Mother Sea from whom we all came, The T 
the millions of years of evolution We have not fon 
become completely adapted to life away from her. We s 
and probably always will, have the physical longings to go 
home. 

Down through the gorges and the canyon of the Fraser 
River the night closed in again, now with the added smell 
of the cedars. 

Next morning brought the comfortable farm and orchard 
lands outside Vancouver where the beautiful little Garter 
snakes basked in the sun and flickered their little forked 
tongues as they sized you up, and tiny humming-birds 
darted in and out of the flower beds like bejewelled, high- 
speed bumble bees. 

August 1948, and whaling was now going ahead from a 
shore station at Coal Harbour at the north end of Vancouver 
Island. The operating firm, the Western Whaling Corpora- 
tion, had started the station with a catching capacity of about 
200 whales during the season confined to the months of 
summer; the oil being destined for the same purposes as 
that from the Antarctic, although margarine was then not 
allowed by law to be sold in Canada. Reasonable enough in 
а country where milk was in sufficient quantity to be fed to 
pigs. Hop-growers too in British Columbia were spraying 
their plants with nicotine sulphate in a whale-oil base, Were 
they going to find as in Britain that interference by the use 
of chemicals killed one insect, only to upset the delicate 
natural balance and allow others even more virulent to take 
its place? ^ 

But now I wanted to get a record of part of the whaling 
in slow-motion ciné film to show how the actual harpooning 
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here as in the Antarctic was being wrongly c 
gear had to be got ready, and although the 
had experienced in New York had been 
fnancial shortage was always present and 
factor in slowing up progress. 

At last on the evening of the 12 August 
seine-net fishing vessel Eastisle cast off from 
the fish cannery of her owners, British Colum| 
near Vancouver. Down the estuary of the Frase 
the salmon-fishing boats as they worked at th 
the Sockeye, and as darkness fell the lights of 
Vancouver Island on the starboard beam. 
Pacific, north-west up the coast, at nightfall 
lonely fish-packing station. Refuge Cove, n 

silent forest, where another four dollars were 
finances by the icing of salmon until 1 A.M. 
On again at daylight, and when thick fog cai 
navigated the narrow passages between islands 
of our siren from the cliffs and wooded hill s 
side. Effective, but only as crude a substitute | 
that was evolved from it, as radar is a crude 
the navigational methods of our little bat fi 
Nootka, Tahsis, place-names peaceful in their 
And Ceepeecee, where the little Ahousat Indi 
intended our unloading of fish-boxes. 
Late the next evening we glided over gla: 
Queen’s Cove. I was down below at the camera 
MacKinnon, the skipper, who hailed from 
Scotland, shouted down from the wheelhouse 
"Hello, Archie." ; 
‘Bring your pipes up, Doc. The whistle’ 
So over Woo. waters we sent the Road 
more, just as fifteen months before in Norway. 
The packing station was built as a great he 


log raft j ith Divi 
- g raft moored just off the woods, with living сог 
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acking shed. Other log shacks were i 
our signature tune an apparently dead 
ife. Old Jock Duncan came out to take о 
Archie was beaming : ‘How’s that, Jock P 
"Yon's fine, Erchie; yon’s fine, man,’ 
Mr. and Mrs. Perry, who ran the store 
H э 
little girls, Betty Louise and Marjorie А 
seven, who just adopted us on the spot. 
more fish-boxes amid hilarious games 
ladies, and when all were tired out wi 
tubs of ice-cream. Then old Jock's poisoned thumb had 
to be dressed, and treated psychologically with more pipe 
music. The Indians came alongside with their tunny and 
salmon reel-trolling boats, listened silently to the pipes, 
then solemnly asked : “Моге, yis, please.” Until we all felt 
sleepy and reluctantly decided that bed was called for. ‘But 
just a little тоге, Mummie, please.’ And a little more, and 
alittle more it was, until the wee sma’ oors, when there were 
still more medical consultations to be completed, 
In Vancouver I had asked medical authorities whether 
I could tell them back home that more doctors were needed. 
The reply was that there were twice as many doctors in 
Vancouver as they could do with and a British medical 
degree was not recognised by itself. The eternal psychology 
of a young country. Yet here up the coast of Vancouver 
Island it had taken two days to get a doctor to a broken leg. 
Throughout much of Canada it is the same story. At one 
time gold-rushes were from the cities to the wilderness. Now 
doctors crowd into the cities where the dollars are, but all 
they really accomplish is to miss the things of real value 
in life while the people in the backwoods fight on by them- 
selves. | bow particularly to these pioneering women of the 
frontiers who have certainly cut their staffs of courage for 
themselves. Education of their children has influenced many 
doctors, but there are others lured it would seem by material 
gain to pursue their calling as servants of a mere civilised 
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had two delightful 
nne, aged nine and 
Here we unloaded 
with these young 
€ cooled off with 
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régime. It seemed sad that these city men 
organise themselves to go out and help 
in the wilds, each man for even a few mo 
years. ae 
At 6 a.m. we quietly cast off to avoid 
sleepers of the raft who had been such kind 
hours later, after a turn out to sea past Ca 
entered Quatsino Sound, gliding past tall ti 
Harbour. Three hundred and fifty miles fr 
It was as far as Eastisle could take me. С 
whaling station was thirty miles further inland 
and the smaller motor tow-boat W. L. 
collecting the whales from the catchers, came 
up. I was sorry to say goodbye to Archie and 
left them in the galley bottling their own supplie 
But the Lord was a happy little boat, her skip 
born Norwegian, Torge Rysberg. It was 
anchored for the night in a little creek 
branches of forest cedar giants. ; 
On the move at dawn, up through quiet 
timbered country, a Humpback whale car 
A shrill scream came from the direction of 
fir. There out on a limb was a Bald eagle 
up beside it. They are magnificent bi 
spicuous white head and neck. The Uni 
to adopt them as the national emblem. 
most valuable of the great hawks. Th 
catch them as the Ospreys do. 
can readily pick up the stranded 
weakling that comes to the surfac 
way. But as always, there are ign: 
of which Canada has unfortunately 
ever ready with rifles to destroy a 
to the same food as man want 
. been heartening to find tl 
attitude ; and while ci 


A d es, have 
been the cause of further destruction of Canada's degno 
^ ife, 


ret Professor Ian McTaggart Cowan о DE 
ritis Columbia, a great zoologist UNE of 
indeed, has been able to point out to me the nest of "Bald 
eagle from his office window in Vancouver.. eigin 
Coal Harbour had been a Canadian Air Force seaplane 
station, and on the slipway lay the body of one of my old 
friends, a Sperm whale, Five harpoons were in him; the 
torture in these waters of the same pathetic order as in the 
Antarctic. The station had only recently started up after 
years of a shut-down in whaling, but this was a different 
proposition from the Antarctic conditions. Outside summer 
temperatures were high, and the flensing stage was alive 
with big black flies. Only ice-block refrigeration was 
available, and the meat was not keeping well. The Black 
bears would come down from the woods to the beach at 
night and turn over the stones for crabs, and nosing around, 
have occasional heated arguments over some particular 
titbit of whale. 
The catchers Nahmint and Sannich delivered their whales 
to a mooring buoy in a creek near Winter Harbour, so I 
went down with the tow boat to wait for them, Quietly we 
lay at anchor behind Eagle Island, and on deck in my 
sleeping-bag, contemplating the silent woods as the full 
moon rose behind the spruce and fir tops, there was real 
peace. . . , Suddenly from the dark shore line away off be- 
hind us, out of a silence you could almost feel, came the cry 
of a Loon. The Spirit of the Wilderness embodied in the 
Great Northern diver. That haunting bird voice from the 
shadows that brings your breathing to a stop. A Ly 
rising flute like single yodel, ending with the Sic 2 
fading child’s cry. It catches your throat with the feeling 
that it has been sent from the beginnings of creation. ls 
. Next day I boarded Nahmint which had been a Navy 
diese] minesweeper, and shot a colour film of the harpooning 
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of a Humpback and a forty-minute s 
slow-motion section of the film was not 
harpoon-propelling explosive was not sr 
impenetrable wall of smoke blotted out every 
as the gun fired. We lay for the next 
Creek, a lonely spot shut in by thick 
cold; the cold of the great woods that 
from the too eager spring sun that would t 
blanket into destructive floods. And here, 
summer, it was still cold. КК. 
All the next day again we looked for wh 
night came up with a Humpback that pl. 
was too dark for photography and he was 
with life that I did wish he would not be har 
ing light, a shot that missed sent him off, a; 
of the moon rose with a knowing smile o 
waters. A hearty supper, and we lay wall 
while I tried to steady myself in my slee 
the wheelhouse. In the morning I transfe: 
She was a very old boat, built in 1904 as | 
h.p. in steam. The crew said she was ready | 
but she could still do nine knots, and big : 
and rocked in our wash as we passed them. ` 
whale that day out of a school of six. 
Another brief visit to the whaling 
discussion with the Federal Depa 
biologist, Gordon Pike, then it had 
couver. B.C. Packers supply tender Ki 
towing a refrigerating scow of frozen 
fish from the packing station at K 
Out to sea to make the station by su 
rest, then all the following daylight ho 
night loading brick-hard tuna and sal 
Columbian rain poured and soaked tl 
clothing. Back then to Vancouver, 
icane lantern foaming along a cab 
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September now and the tension in Europe growing. 
Count Bernadotte murdered in Palestine, Canada standing 
рү to start again the Air Force Training Scheme in co- 
operation with the United Kingdom. How many more 
dictatorships were going to resort to war as face-saving, 
rather than admit their ideologies were a failure? But in the 
whaling research at home, enough equipment had at last 
been collected to allow progress to be made. 

I had still work to do up-country, and learning to handle 
the whims of the little Cessna float planes used in bush 
flying was a pleasant diversion from a spell of routine writing 
work. Then in the midst of this I met the fur-trappers from 
the north, and what a pathetic story they did have to tell. 
Of the misery of suffering the fur-bearing animals went 
through in a trade that pandered largely to the vanity of 
fashion. АП that Grey Owl had told of his part of the interior 
was the same for British Columbia. But it was heartening to 
find а man like Charlie Olds, a locomotive engineer and 
spare-time trapper who had taken land to run a reserve for 
the protection instead of the hurting of the animals. Then 
he told me how he had come on the beaver caught by the 
foreleg in one of his traps. He had hit it a blow over the 

head, when it struggled to its feet and stood up clutching 
the trap, swaying on those still unsmashed hind legs as it 
looked steadily back at him.—Truly is it said a man is 
responsible to nobody but his own conscience. That 
courageous little soul, looking death in the face, saved the 
lives of so many of his fellows. For Olds has influenced 
many trappers since to come in and help protect the 
wilderness, 

All I had time to do about it now was to see the Hudson’s 
Bay Company men in the fur trade at their headquarters in 
Winnipeg on my way back east. But it looked like the start 
of another big job ahead—a job that was to take me across 
Canada again three years later with the trappers on the 
snowshoe trails : to see the wild things that sobbed for days 
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and nights on end with mangled legs. 
yes, also through tears—to the trapped \ 
loveliest animals of the woods, symbolic of 
too badly injured to live on—talk to him 
he might understand that we would surely 
and try to make up for this thing we had 
All the while, in the human cities, New ? 
London, Paris, women whose rank in societ 
tion of their kindliness, clad themselves in | 
and knelt in their churches to take what 
munion ; giving no thought to those creatu 
tortured unto death that their pelts, given by 
keep those small bodies warm in the great 
be torn from them for display on these li: 
of vanity. ; 
Then in summer days that followed the = 
rest beside a beaver dam late one night у 
beaver came close, to stand gazing at me 
right into every corner of my thoughts, into 
had ever done, when I knew I could hide not 


The Waters of the Wh 


Once more a Greyhound bus headed 1 
from Vancouver, climbing the timbered 
the long trek back to the Atlantic coast. 
In Winnipeg, executives of the Hu 
were interested to hear the story of 
cussion of the cruelties involved led of 
in the fur-trapping. It was the same 
thought had been given in the past to 
nor any thought as to whether Canada у 
thing in allowing the very precious pre 
to be destroyed instead of strictly preser 
that protected the forests from the rode: 
ing beds in the rivers from predatory fis 
to know that conservation of the Beaver v 
Hudson's Bay Company had done e 
Owl had fought for in Saskatchewan. 
I got back to Toronto just as 
Agriculture and Fisheries, Mr. Tom V 
England on a visit. At a conference 


in London. Further communicatio: 
that one catcher would carry out « 
in the Antarctic in the 1948-9 se 
were to accompany the facto 
it was difficult to understand what 
were to be. Аз far as the meat was 
à harpoon in the abdomen that had 
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‘The original Dundee 
Whaler Balaena at the 
beginning of the 
present century, 
(Photograph by kind- 
ness of Valentine, Dun- 
lee.) 


Far from his native Isle 
of North Uist, Archie 
takes us into Winter 
Harbour. 
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It was not for lack of charm 
that the bagpipes refused 
to play. Betty Lou and 
Marjorie Anne. 


PLATE 22 


And off this British Columbia coast it 
was the same weapon. Skipper Oscar 
Ludvicson at the harpoon gun оп Sannich. 


Carcasses of a 
back (foregrou! 
a Fin. 


One of my old friends, а Sperm, lay om 
flensing stage 


Biologist Gordon Pike shows the structure og 
Humpback whale baleen, 
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had turned Twillingate into a haven for all, an 
presided over by his wife Betty, was an 
everyone. John was a keen conservationist and h 
stories to tell of this land where the human i 
past had, just as in other countries, been sai 
of their country’s wild life and general reso) 
where caribou had been shot from railway trains 
moose had been killed just to get milk for a fishe 
But now possible confederation with Canada w 
of conversation everywhere. 4 
Through the winter months I was privileged to he 
in his work. In summer the patients had come in tht 
boats; but when winter froze the sea inlets, pony 
and dog teams, and sometimes aircraft, took over. 
ourselves went out to urgent calls, it was by wi 
veyance was possible. At night when the day’s 
we hoped, were over, John’s sitting-room was 
many a discussion, from surgical technique and 
city specialists were so often unable to cope with 
in the wilds; to the effect of sun spots on 
anatomy of seals, and the psychology of Newf 
who preferred to eat dry or salt fish rather th 
variety which swam at their very front doors. 
into the early hours of the morning while the 
ture outside went down to 20? F. below zero. 
we had not already been called up to a case 
pital in the before breakfast hours, the sledge 
made sure we didn't sleep in, by the most b ) 
noises of battle. But they rarely drew blood, and 
bawled them out they would stop with tails 
the largest grins on their faces. Bp ys 
Here I was in North America trying to combine 
work and lecturing in a quest to see what could b 
help on our charter for the whales. Now from John 
fishermen around Twillingate I learned how the 
the Newfoundland Harp and Hood seal fishery 
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need in their helplessness against cruel itati 
John had himself been two к three аен FE nea 
with the sealing fleets and knew the situation well. Each 
spring the Harp seals migrating from the far north, con- 
gregated on the ice round the Newfoundland coast to give 
birth to their woolly, white-coated babies, defenceless 
against the depredations of men who killed them for their 
fat and skins. 

As the winter storms howled round the hospital we 
discussed plans, and always as in the whaling the question 


arose :—Why in the last hundred years had the cruelties not 
been considered? 


* * * * * 


The beginning of March 1949. Twenty-five ships from 
Newfoundland, Norway, and Canada, with some United 
States capital involved, were going to the sealing in the ice- 
fields that drifted in a roo-mile-wide belt down from 
Greenland seas to the Atlantic coast of Newfoundland and 
into the Gulf of St. Lawrence. With the co-operation of the 
Conception Bay Sealing Company of Newfoundland I got 
one of their vessels fitted to carry the equipment necessary 
as emergency medical ship, as John Olds had done on 
previous occasions, Taking leave of Twillingate after an all 
too short winter's work, I spent the next two months in the 
drifting pack with the seals. At times our little 123-foot 
wooden vessel Codroy, with her crew of forty-three men, lay 
immovably jammed in a silent world of drifting snow ; on 
other days the pack grinding and battering at her sides in 
an ocean swell. Three ships were lost. One wooden New- 
foundland vessel crushed by heavy inshore rafting pack ice, 
but from which the crew escaped ; but two steel Norwegian 
ships lost by fire and heavy seas, the crews of both missing, 
ninety men. Sealing has been a history of tragedy for both 
seals and men. Apart from loss of ships, crews, out jumping 
ice pans after seals, have been cut off from their vessels at 
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times by miles of loose ісе, and lost in bliz 
was usually not long delayed. MC 

In the everyday medical work, conditions y 
from whaling. Other ships of the fleet often co 
for medical help, being frozen fast in the рас 

forty miles away. So we treated their pneumon T 

ribs, and exposure cases by radio until the ships 

together, 
And the reports had been true, unnecessary 

inflicted on the seals. The baby Harps known a 

coats’ were generally killed quickly by a blow | 

but occasionally I saw men in a hurry just da 

akick and cut the little bodies out of the pelts w 

on their backs still crying. Then the mothers clin 

on to the ice wondered why little bleeding car 

not suck milk from them. Days I spent with ciné 4 

cameras strapped around me jumping ice pans, апа 
ocean swell, not always was footing safe. Man 
subsided into the icy water, when first thought 
to be for the saving of the cameras. Fortunately, 
of my three came to grief. On one occasion, а 
being chased close by was caught between two 
coming together in the swell, and burst like a гї 
I was more careful after that. In this work, often n 

from the ship, I found drinking a little raw seals’ b 

eating the hearts raw to be sustaining food ; it is th 

way, 

By 9 April the Whitecoats remaining had ta 
water and our attention was turned to the 
gathering on the pans prior to the north migration. 
Was getting rotten and the seals difficult to appre 
п ү 2E ош, and apparently any 
d A cou shoot was allowed to mutil: 

; Some seals died at once, others, shot 


neck or lungs, writhed on the i 
ungs, pans until they flo 
the edge into the water to die out of sight. I 2 p 
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five seals from one single large ice 
five trails of blood. ew: cripple 
lood, wondering with those big, sof TE 

» they had done to deserve it Three hem Паші eyes 

seals were destroyed annually off Newfound] nf 

: and alone. Inter- 
national control was urgent here too, 

Whaling and sealing, written and talked about in the 
past as sagas of heroism and adventure, I had found to be 
largely sagas of brutality, 

The agreed date of Confederation for Newfoundland was 
now past and she was now Canada’s tenth province. I 
discussed the sealing with representatives of some of the 
owners and other sealing captains on our return to St. John's 
harbour with 10,000 pelts on board, and was greatly 
encouraged by these skippers. More than I expected agreed 
that something would have to be done to better the industry. 
The St. Tohn's press and radio came in to help and the film 
was developed and edited. 

Back from the sealing, I had what seemed a desperately 
short three weeks more at Twillingate before having to 
return to Montreal. I felt I was leaving so much of real 
value in life behind as I said goodbye to John and. Betty in 
their gallant little community. 

Then in Ottawa, as Mr. Mayhew, the Minister of 
Fisheries, his deputy, Mr. Bates, and the executive chiefs 

watched the sealing film, it looked even more tragic to me 
on the screen than it did when I had been busy with the 
technicalities of taking it. Canada could be proud of these 
men of her Fisheries Department. They were quick to 
realise that the waste and cruelty demanded action, and were 
already considering an aerial survey of the seal numbers in 
the herds to be started the next season along with an in- 
tensive study of the migratory habits, necessary for adequate 
international control, particularly in co-operation with 
Norway and Denmark. It would have to be on somewhat 
Similar lines to that already in operation in whaling, but 
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pen disappear, leaving 
d, lay in pools of more 
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avoiding any tendency to sc NE al 
ЖШС so often had shown itself to be ) 
true conservation. 


n Pike handled the Pacific whali 
at int Dd this Atlantic sealing M. had al 
begun by the Fisheries Department bio: ogist, D 
with his base at the Marine Research Station. at 
in New Brunswick. We had our first conferen; i 
Codroy in St. John’s harbour while our seal pelts 
unloaded. In the following years, Dean was 
seal study on the coasts of Labrador and New: 


a most able manner. 


* * * 


Washington. The whales told their own stor 
film, and the colour film was shown of the way 
and Hood seals died too. It was a meeting repr 
of all parts of the United States, and I was t 
numbers of biologists who told me how lit 
What was being done to the world's wildlife in 
of business, hid: 
Taking the chance to see the condition of t 
the Washington Zoological Gardens while the m 
Оп, Such an outing gave further opportunity fo 
of those wildlife problems. While Standing on a si 
9ne of those informa] conferences with Professor $ 
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the University of Buffalo, I suddenly felt fu 
my ankle. On looking down, here was В 
tiger almost the size of a fox, on a lead with her mistress.— 
Would she stand still for a photograph ?—No, she would do 
no such thing.—I got a bit short with her.—"Barbarelle ! 
will you stand still for just one second ?’—She upped on her 
hind legs as I stooped down, got my chin between her paws 
and gave me one look.—"You talk to a girl like that l'— But 
no claws out; then she relented for just that second I 
managed to get. She was a nice, wee lass. 

But news from Britain of the electrical harpoon research 
was not as happy as it should have been. The reaction to it 
in some quarters in the whaling industry appeared to be the 
creation of a rather sullen background. I personally had 
found no sign of anything like it during the work with the 
crews in the Antarctic, and those good gunner friends of 
mine had waved away suggestion of any objection that they 
knew of. Perhaps it was just my imagination magnifying 
matters in its impatience at normal human dislike of change. 
But with this chance of showing consideration for the crea- 
tures that made the industry possible, that were killed with- 
out any apology from us, suffering as they did in the process, 
could we not all rise above any personal prejudice and 
together get rid of their miseries? Was it not a humbling 
thought that every whale to be slaughtered was a living 
creature, infinitely superior to ourselves in its mode of living, 
to whom we had a debt we could never pay? 

It was July 1949 now, and agents of trouble boasting for 
past months that they would tie up shipping on the Great 
Lakes, migrated to London to bring three thousand dockers 
to a standstill. Meantime in Canada another kind of visita- 
tion arrived as a result of man the trouble-maker upsetting 
Nature's balance. While bison no longer existed to prevent 
the growth of trees on the Prairie, humans in the name 
of the god of wheat had destroyed the vegetation otherwise. 
And farther east, so much of the forest lands with their 
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ildlife had been cleared away. Grasshop) 
ally adapted to the altered food-supply 
in teeming locust millions from those Pr 
St. Lawrence. In Montreal, all over 
through the traffic they flew and jumped. 
Yet overall they did little damage c 
depredations of the human hordes. Maz 
reduced by four thousand by an earth 
Elsewhere he strove to start more earth 
China, an eroded country was becoming. 
barren by the agency of humans who поў 2 
recruiting slogans of a party whose way of lif 
called Communism. At the same time C 
for more immigrants were mixing with. 
more forest fires and erosion dust-storms. М 
following the locusts, whose little bodies sl 
blown about in the sun and wind in the 
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August saw the United Nations Eco 
Cultural Organisation meeting, and w| 
I lost no time in crossing into the United 
heading for Long Island. If the nations 
in the atmosphere as it was then at 
international problems would give fewer 
Invited to speak at the discussion on the 
Enterprises on the Balance of Na 
story of the whales and the seals as 
possible, to give the language inter 
the chairmanship of Dr. Ira №, Gabrielson 
Wildlife Management Institute in V 
indeed grateful for the kind and symr 
whales got. Lake Success—the na 
uplift, 

In Manhattan again after the m 
| once more from the top of th 
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great care 
Control from Norway 


1 1 z reat] ехсее‹ 
instead of increasingly strict conservation, and эө бу) 
оп 


of the Blue whale in particular, it looked 

was giving way before the blustering of oe pi as 
thought for the future. Were the particular men at these oe 
ferences all too few who had both a knowledge of the funda- 
mentals of conservation and at the same time the courage of 
their convictions? Only by increasing the number and the 
individual killing power of the hunting vessels was the 
international quota of whales being reached ; and still this 
excessively high figure of 16,000 Blue whale units was 
being allowed. The only helpful factor was that world prices 
of oils were falling. 

As for the electrical harpoon. A catcher had been fitted 
out in Norway in 1948 by United Whalers, adapting 
existing harpoons and guns to electrical killing. Apparently 
there were Norwegian objections to having an independent 
observer at these early tests and they were not satisfactorily 
conducted. But United Whalers, in face of all opposition, 
most of it rather pathetic, were keeping at it, and Sir 
Vyvyan Board had decided to go down to the Antarctic 
himself to see the tests done properly. With him would 
be Mr. Robert Marsden of General Electric’s Projects 
Development Department, who had evolved the new elec- 
trical equipment. Meanwhile, Westley Richards & Co. 
Ltd. of Birmingham were interested at once in the possi- 
bilities of a new spigot gun. In this, concentrating at m 
on delivery of a killing electric current only, to test tie 
German figures of amperage and voltage, а pee d 
spear-like harpoon was first made that might be nee 
as a whale hypodermic, trailing just а light conductor cabie- 
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The ultimate aim was to get increased velo 
trajectory of a final operative harpoon w 
than the existing whaling weapon such 
Norwegian Government armament factory 
This was possible with a gun of the spigot 
the charge was no longer at the breech bj 
end of a spigot tube and fired electrically 
tact pear. The harpoon itself now carried | 
chamber, a hollow cylinder fitting over the spi; 
charge—a flying gun barrel of high stress | 
with a harpoon head that once more had по. 
Meanwhile another floating factory was 
whale-meat canning plant, but, with the o 
in use, contamination of the meat went o 
fresh meat had been on very short supply 
years. 
So we came to the 1949-50 Antarctic 
expected, the number of Humpback whal 
in excess of the 1250 quota, There were fe 
than ever, with a slight upward trend in siz 
that could in no way mitigate the warnings 
closing down and extermination on the way, 
with representatives of the equipment manu: 
out the Antarctic tests through the fair and. 
involved. The early prototype spigot gun was | 
series also with the existing heavy Kongs 
modification of the existing harpoons, a 
being withdrawn from the now electrical 
head as it became embedded in the whale, 
short-circuiting of current direct back i 
These tests included the full scale in: 
out the practical ‘electrical character ў 
method. It was important to find the cri ical 


the harpooned whales. Too low a current 
respiration in the animal to continue, and the 
sink from the filling of the lungs by sea water. 


Bainst sea water 
and then withstand 


ferent rope layouts by various makers were tried as the 
weeks and then the months went by. Still the electrical 
conductors kept parting company with the ropes carrying 
them. The hundredth trial came, and on it went, the ropes 
getting heavier and heavier with the Spigot harpoon weight 
Boing up in consequence. 

July 1950 brought the International Whaling Com- 
mission meeting at Oslo. Still the 16,000 Blue whale unit 
figure was left as it was; but Professor Birger Bergersen of 
Norway at last approached the Blue whale problem by sug- 
gesting it would be better to have a limit on each species. A 
kill of Humpbacks was to be continued, but the catch to be 
reported to the Norwegian control base from the Antarctic 
by wireless daily. Throughout the year, and into 19 $1, the 
harpoon research tests continued, from the Outer es 
of Scotland to the Portuguese island of Sao Thomé o 
French Equatorial Africa, with Sir Vyvyan, uie Cdp 
den, and Harry Rogers the director of Westley Richar 
in attendance. j 

The Whaling Commission meeting in July un e 
Capetown, when it was proposed to delay the star 

. d give the whales a 
1951-2 season until 2 January. It would gi 
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yan Board at the spigot electric harpoon gun on Sester V. Photograph 
taken by Harry Rogers at sea off Aberdeen. 


ке, 


All our hopes were with Sester F as she left Southampton this late October 
day. 
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pioneering with amphibian fixed wing aircraft back 
1946-7 whaling season, when they had been han 
John Grierson. United Whalers’ catcher Setter V е " 
out a further test of electrical equipment, but again v 
the Kongsberg gun with the older harpoon modifie 
the detachable shaft. The latest development of the 
gun was not then ready for the Antarctic. 
But the detachable shaft harpoon was finall 
unsatisfactory, The shaft withdrawal left too larg 
hole in the whale blubber, when blood and sea wate 
it caused continual short-circuits to the sea. 


* ж * * * 


Meanwhile the Newfoundland seals had not been 
The aerial survey work had gone on with the close b 
study, and the tag marking of the young White 
migratory checks. There had been a preliminary 
of the Canadian Federal Department of Fisherie 
sealing interests in St, John's. Mas 
In the spring of 1952 there were reports of forei 
poaching the fast disappearing walrus in Greenl 
tory. Resulting bitterness was eased by Natur 
stepping in, by the loss of vessels which may h 
involved, apparently by storm at sea. Shortly after, 
a spring catch of 400,000 seals off Newfoundl 
Labrador, Canada arranged an informal meeting 
Norwegians and Danes at the fisheries research s! 
Andrews in New Brunswick. France was also in att 
although she had had only one vessel at the sealing. 
up meeting came later in the year at Copenhage 
the surveys had revealed more seals than expect 
recognised that the shooting of the adults would 
the first thing controlled, following the fixing o 
and closing dates for the season, It was also felt 
sealing might continue by agreement, without a cu 
some international commission. All of it refreshing 
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Meanwhile as with the whalin j 
\ t J E, the pric і 
dropping and prd activities tending ine Volle ЖУ 
, 15 Spring of 1954 has seen the ove ll f 
biological study still pushing steadily WA И e" venei 
Visheries Authorities with typical thoroughness making сег. 
tain of their ground as they advance toward the goal of the 
formal international agreement that will surely establish a 


charter for the Harp and Hood seals ав another example 
of true conservation, 


* * * * * 


The year 1953 started off with a bit more discouragement in 
the electrical harpoon progress, Expected help to speed up 
manufacture of the newly developed spigot gun did not 
materialise, But Sir Vyvyan, still undaunted, and sustained 
in his turn by just nobody outside his existing team, gave 
Westley Richards and Co. the green light to go ahead 
on their own with what would surely be the final prototype 
weapon, Our shirts were now on that spigot gun as the 
means of getting the General Electric Company’s electricity 
from the catcher to the whales. 

By mid-June 1953 the gun was ready, and on test, went 
into action on catcher Serer У off the Norwegian coast in 
July, handled by her Norwegian gunner. With current 
varying from 30 to 70 amperes at 250 volts A.C. at 5o 
cycles, twelve Baleen whales were quickly killed with no 
difficulty, some harpooned with the catcher at full speed. In 
August, Setter V was at sea once more, and in a week of bad 
stormy and foggy weather off Norway's more northerly 
coast, the only whale seen was taken, a Fin, to give the 
largest oil yield of any whale yet captured in these waters. 
Back in port, the gun was returned to Birmingham for final 
check. One problem required further investigation. It had 
been found that the satisfactory killing current for Baleen 
whales did not always kill Sperm whales as efficiently, until 
there was an alteration made, perhaps such as a reduction 
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in the generator cycles. Was it the different ch 
position and structure of fat and muscle in the 
We don’t yet know. à 
October, and the fleets were preparing 
another Antarctic season, { 
Beside a small reservoir feeding a canal at 
wich in the city of Birmingham area the gun 
on a concrete base and put through its final paces. A 
blast from the explosion of the tubular cordite ki 
dirt and blew the fallen leaves around on this autu 
the harpoon velocity was measured electrically, w 
swans from a safe distance solemnly watched the 
this queer man made projectile trailing nylon rope b 
over the waters of their previously quiet domain. 
leaking punt was used to recover the harpoon from t 
of the reservoir after each firing. I stood precariously 
roof of the cab of the gunmaker’s truck photographi 
show with the same camera that had recorded the or 
the whales in the Antarctic seven years before. Fumes 
nearby factories drifted over to us. How different it 
from the clear pure air of the pack ice. And for so 
moments I was back in my cabin on Harvester, when sleep 
would not come and the foolscap was scribbled over, record- 
ing those first thoughts of what would have to be done. 

‘At the June 1953 meeting of the International Whaling 
Commission, again in London, it was resolved that in the 
1953-4 season in the Antarctic the Baleen whale killing. 
would again start at the beginning of January. Humpbacks 
would once more be taken but only on the first to fourth 
February inclusive in each year. Such killing days were 
fixed as it had at last been realised that it was impracticable 
to decree that a definite small number of these whales could — 
be taken. There was still no protection for the Blue whales — 
other than that they could not be hunted before the 16 
January now in any year. A proposal by Ambassador Birger 0 
Bergersen of Norway that the Weddell Sea sector should 0 
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be made a real sanctuary for the В| 
E hal 

The Blue whale unit figure remained an 
the total Baleen whale catch, but at last aie dal 
16,000 to I 5 500 5a Concession to the conservation minded 
of a rather pitiful 500 units. Perhaps 30,300 whales Ла 
be the season’s destruction instead of 31,300. Someone in 
one of the many fleets at work would possibly see more 
whales than anyone else and declare that they were as plenti- 
ful as ever. The industry’s short term economists would 
then surely ask for proof that this was incorrect, while dis- 
counting the reports of their own gunners and the greater 
and greater distances over which the hunting vessels have 
to sweep to find the whales. Ease of spotting with helicopters 
may well give a fatally wrong impression of numbers. And 
while we wait for the final cold-blooded mathematical figures 
that ultimately might be available to prove scientifically the 
obvious, the situation may well become too late to save. The 
tragedy of the Northern Hemisphere will then have been 
repeated within a single century. But undoubtedly a start 
in the right direction had been made; and there might be 
more real progress at the next Commission meeting at 
Tokyo in July 1954. 
The name United Whalers was now ended. With re- 
arrangement of share capital, the business reverted to the 
parent Hector Whaling Limited ; but it would be some time 
before the whaling men would correct their everyday 
vocabulary and forget the name that had meant so much in 
the nursing and growth of an ideal. A 

And now the eyes of the world’s whaling were going to 
be on Sener V with her already proven electrical whale 
stunning equipment, but now mounting this four-inch 
calibre electrically fired, hydraulic buffered spigot gun. 
A bit lighter than the older Kongsberg, but with hia dan 
117 pound harpoon, probably the heaviest piece E EID 
designed and manufactured artillery ever produced. 
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The price of whale oil for the 1953-4 season was 
further, to £67 тоз. per ton. To-day the protein 
ducts are of increasing value. An average of ten tons 
carcass meat per whale will be utilised for both hum 
other animal consumption, and with the coming о 
day when the explosive harpoon is superseded eves 
by clean decent killing, the oil will be of still less paran 
importance. 

‘As Setter V cast off from her berth at Southamp 
late October day on her long voyage, she was perhaps 
short term killing trip, but which in the end would sui 
prove a mission of increasing humanity as the word mi 
come to mean it some day. As she moved away from 
of us left behind, I could only hope that Brownie, or | 
of her little family, would meet her in the far South, 


recognising her for what she was, tell the Musketeers 
we were fighting on. 


* * * * * 


To continue the study of their migration habits as origin- 
ally carried out by the Discovery Organisation, the marking | 
of swimming whales in Antarctic seas was now resumed for 4 
a month before the opening of the Baleen whaling season. 
By small, numbered metal darts fired into the whales by a 
shoulder gun from the harpoon gun platform of the new 
fast Norwegian catcher Enern: the enterprise financed 


jointly by Norwegian, British and South African, and 
Dutch whaling companies. 


Seventeen pelagic factory ships went to the Antarctic 
for this last season, attended by over two hundred catching 
vessels. Three of the factories, two Norwegian and one 
Japanese, made use of helicopters for spotting. A British — 
рео will probably employ helicopters in the 1954-5 — | 
E oi the future of these aircraft will ultimately _ 
the ыраа we cannot yet say, Their use might allow — 

umber of surface catching vessels to be substantially _ 
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numbers nearer ; unless hand in hand with fresh di 271 
for preserving human life, we controll Barai оа 
duction; bringing our knowledge of genetics to Td 
aiming at higher standards instead of those mere m in 
—But was this practical? Ho numbers, 


‘OW many countries would co. 
operate in any such Proposition? The human world with 


its professions was sick, Nature herself the healing mother 
was urgently needed, and fortunately we still had many 
great surgeons and medical men who would never try to 
do without her as their senior partner, 


* * * * * 


Standing in a bus queue in the Strand, I thought of the 
wastes of the friendly pack ice, and the companionship of 
the little Dung beetles in the desert. If only man’s normal 
desire could be just to live by getting things to grow in 
a well cared for Mother Earth, sharing the results with 
all other creatures, taking care of the trees and birds and 
animals which help to preserve the soil and give him shelter. 
When he gets away from that and herds in cities, his mind 
becomes distorted, poisoned by the reek of the bodies of his 
own species. He must work for fellow humans both in his 
own land and in other countries, that they may in return feed 
him, build a roof over his head, and carry him about from 
place to place. Yet strikes and bickerings amongst those 
fellow humans may upset his life at any moment. i 
So many of those with minds of their own were struggling 
overseas only to find that young Commonwealth countries 
were making the same mistakes. Yet we had to face the fact, 
and it was only genuinely constructive patriotism to do so, 
that Britain's day as manufacturing workshop of the world 
was coming to a close, the world having learned to do the 
tricks itself. Could we honestly say that our industrial age 
had brought happiness? Were our monstrous smoke be- 
grimed cities monuments of which to be proud? For a 
return to fullness of life we would have to strive to get 
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back to a more balanced peasant outlook, 
of towns and country perhaps more like the 
navia, in which our flashing neon signs no 
the moon and stars provided to guide 
close to the soil. And in what secon 
tained, we would have to follow more cl 
set by a country like Switzerland, which, 
watch trade, exported such vast amounts of | 
skill per ton of the very small amount of 
used. Can we say that we are of any more 
the universe than the little brown rats in 
we are so fond of persecuting, now that they 
themselves from the wild to the ways of 
when these small people breed to excess 
humans do they tend to fight if disease has. 
thinning out. Is it not a form of pathetic co 
many of us sit back complacently under the b 
Creator thought such a lot of us that he а 
image who are really on a par with unbeli 
monkeys? Can we say that we lead better and 
lives than the people of Kipling's Bandar Log? 


By the rubbish in our wake, and the noble noise 
Be sure, be sure, we're going to do some spli 


We sit back and say—All is fine, science will 

remedy for decreasing food supplies. In break 
law that we borrow only what we put back 
guilty of deplorable ingratitude: instead of 
treated excreta and our dead bodies to the soil 
We came, to fertilise it for future life, we have tri 
our debt with artificial chemicals. 


е bees are killed too, 
fresh and worse troubles, We have an ш 


Gn body itself ime A di ui rad 
rrors, and the latest antibiotics, wonder i е 
trails cannot get rid of the Poisons of this dail i 
en talk of resulting disease a s 
опсуз and our fellow animals 
earch to find out the cause оғ; 


ical 
ir half dead 
ily misuse, 
at needs vast 


man seems to be 
whose rate of breeding is in 


witty bus conductor 
! I would get on this 
0 Kew and see how 
fine this once fair land might all be again one day. 
* * * * * 


Isat with my back against a willow by the lake, but great 
airliners roaring overhead were something new and dis- 
turbing to this one time sanctuary in London. Did our so 
called progress mean that everything of value had to be 
destroyed? The geese, however, brought some peace as 
they attended to the toilet of their feathers; and a coot 
tueged up the pond weed. We have only to look at the 
office workers who relax in London and New York parks in 
the summer during their all-too-short breaks, to realise how 
50 many people everywhere are really crying out for. МАЎ 
although they may only subconsciously be aware of it. An 
in so many of us kindred sympathy for the other creatures 
is never really far away. It is just suppressed by the ida 
ing few, and the easier way of not thinking. Мн i 
question of the plight of the whales and other vs ES 
Crops up, I meet the utmost kindness in every land I visit, 
and the same at home in Britain. à 

But it is pleasant away from the few who ask : But ies 
Рауз you to do all this for the whaling? Why don't you s 


T 
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down and make some money?'— So many th 
world crying out to be done have had to wait fi 
bargaining, and sunk out of sight in the morass | 
ence in the process. How constantly do consumin 
for worldly prizes blind people to the really wi 
things. I know my sphere is just to fight on ; the fi 
surely be arranged somehow by the powers who d 
job had to be done. I am told I am quite mad : ‘Do 
anything sane, Jock, please. We would never recog: ji 
and we couldn't bear it.’ Spoken in jest, but co 
just the same. What the whales and seals would tl 
what matters, and I think I would rather go mad m: 
way than the way the others would prefer. It was. 
Mitchell who put it that: “То be on earth invol 
struggle at all for those who have broken free ir 
personal life from the bondage of civilisation, but such 
comparatively few, and the slaves of the vast corpo 
machine to which so many belong regard them as queer 
not cracked. So far have the many lost touch with the 
realities of living.' ' 

It is the experts and the specialists who may well do muc! 
to drag us down by neglect of their wider obligations. We 
have the experts in engineering, in medicine, the experts i 
agriculture, law, divinity, in nuclear physics; in all the 
spheres. And even specialised specialists in subsections 
those spheres. All successful in making money, or at least 
a living. But the co-ordination of the whole, essential for 
our survival, is attempted by parliamentary bodies, for 
which education, breadth of outlook, and real knowledge 
are not always considered as important as being able to talk. 
So many of our economists are without the fundamental 
knowledge of biology essential to enable them to fit man 
into his proper sphere in the ecology of the world. 

Selfishness, that fearful word that is the root cause of the 
downhill journey of the human race. Man will not be saved 
by welfare schemes for himself alone, which drive him only 
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still Seeing in Britain 


might 


be a combined operation with far-seeing kindly men the 
commanders in the field. 

And when again we consider the sea, the big business that 
had exploited the whales, and had ignored the suffering 
involved, was the product just as much of the rural as of the 
urban mentality. The rural minds have been perhaps the 
greater sinners, just as in the case of those who persecuted 
the Harp seals, for they had a greater chance than the men 
of the city to know better. In the destruction of our natural 
resources the world over, with the attendant cruelty to the 
wildlife, the trees and the soil, the same holds good. The 
City business man, and the countryman willing to sell the 
heritage with which he is in personal contact, are together 
to blame. But perhaps the day was coming quite soon, when 
We would take as great care of our baby whales as some of 
us were at last showing toward our baby trees. 

But even as Kew was being cared for, other forces were 
at work. Old River Thames flowed past with waters man- 
soiled. Yet Thames was almost pure compared with the 
pollution of other rivers of our country. Pollution by the 
Chemical trade and sewage wastes ; the foul excreta of man 
in his industrial age. Ап age that had brought occasional 
small pockets of happiness, and so much general misery. Our 
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domestic eat, still ag in the wild діва, 
us, teles to bury his excreta awa’ 
dog has copied us, fawns and fouls 
№ so far from the trees of Kew, 
through the bombed areas around Si 
Rames and acrid smoke; but the si | 
worthier citizens than we were, And | 
what she could do to obliterate the evil 
we gave her the slightest chance. Here, 
no help at all from man since the bomb 
had been living earth, suffocated below 
pavements, was now acres of flower 
of the rosebay floating on gentle b 
May we ever keep this area beside St. 
fresh degradation at our hands, that i 
cherished demonstration of what a 
Britain and the world can again becom 
material wealth from the type of i 
opportunism that still rules, as it ruled in 
spot before the falling of the bombs. 
We must keep ever onwards and as 


of mercy, | 
there are high ideals worth working 
hours for; higher than the earning of 
the Antarctic said: "Let the longing to 


but our attitude to the whole of Creation, 
Lord Rector at St. Andrews University in $ 


THE РАТИ GOES ON 
day 4s 1 stood in the offices of the National 
ing Corporation in New York, 1 read these few i 
hey bung, author unknown, on the wall. I 
49 you, because you have taken the trouble 
book to help the whales and the seals 
creatures who believe that in the end we shall 


MY FRIEND 
J love you not only for what you are, but for what I am 


when 1 am with you. 

1 love you not only for what you have made of yourself, 
bur for whar you are making of me, 

] love you for the part of me that you bring our, 

1 love you for putting your hand into my heaped-up heart 
and passing over all the foolish and frivolous and weak 
dings that you can’t help dimly seeing there, and for 
drawing out into the light all the beautiful radiant 
ings that no one else had looked far enough to see. I love 


you for ignoring the possibilities of the fool and weakling 
in me and for laying firm hold on the possibilities of the 


you for closing your ears to the discords in me and 
ig to the music in me by worshipful listening. 

J love you because you are helping me to make of the 
lumber of my life not a tavern, but a temple, and of the 
words of my every day, not 2 reproach but a song, 

1 love you because you have done more than any creed 
woul have done to make me good, and more than any fate 
could have done to make me happy. 

You have done it without a touch, without a word, 
without a signs you have done it by just being yourself. 
Кет that is what being a friend means after all, 


* * LI * LÀ 


What is it that goes on in a whale’s poor, agonised brain 
when he has been struck by the explosive harpoon ; and as 


he weakens and knows his time has come and he cannot 
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escape? As he hopes desperately in h 
agony to end, do his thoughts go ba: 
when he swam with his mother? 
whole animal kingdom including 
cared for by the Creator through it all, sen 
again to the world: ‘Forgive them, for t 
And if I fail in my promises, I 
quickest way my conscience can tak 
ticular hell. Eternally before my eyes 
and dignified in his agony, swimmii 
time with that everlasting trail of blo 
by his side swimming faithful to the 
People of Penguin City. 
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+ The Great Skua of the Northern. 
te particularly in Shetland. 


cuttlefish, the teeth are 
ment of skull crests with over! 
forehead appearance. 


d 
Вклзн rcx: Small ice debris from the ees 
of bergs or large floes. Seen typically roi the 
of close pack as a result of rough weather, — 
CruvsrRAP. PENGUINS (Pygoscelis antarctica): In th 
more often known as Ringed penguins, bi 
there is so much marking of birds by putting. 
their legs, the older term leads to confusion. 
Chinstrap is the most descriptive of various n 
been given to this species, 


Corxrops: Tiny crustaceans most of them less than 
inch in length, which form a great bulk of. 
section of ocean life, and are the main food 
herring, In myriads they can give a distinct о 
sea similar to that produced by the shrimp-like | 
identified at a distance, as feeding birds are n 
them as to the larger krill, 


Drier 1c8: Open scattered pack where the water 
very much greater than that of ісе, Floes are 
pack as a rule and vessels can often go full speed 


Dune вкктик (Scarabaeus sacer) : Found round the Medit 
lays its eggs in a small piece of dung which it then r 
in the sand to a compact ball an desposits in a 
ground. Tt will apparently also lay in the bod ofa 
panion, which e have caused the ancient I 
it as the symbol of resurrection or life 
so the model for their sacred Scarabs, 


Dyke: Wall (Scots). Dry stane dykes А 
land fields and in hill country about fur feet high ani 


HAW 


Gi г graks): 7 
“rt g ч 


handled 

break down we 

of oil, the residue is. 
suspended fibres and. 
removed from the. 


destruction. Only 
defend him, did с‹ 
an impostor. 
delight to milli 


GrowreR ICE: Ice 


m GLos SA RY 
North Africa down as far as 28 
A fawn coloured little chap ы жы border of ia Badan. 
long jumps at great speed like a ti belly and able to maks 


in America is there known as фы ка? "sii His kinsman 


Кїтє: The Bush kite of Freetow. Pal 
African Black kite, common fon теми is the 


Sahara to Cape Tow; d is sli rder of the 
kite. Be own and is slightly smaller than the Булыш 
ИШЕН ef eue 


Man: Considered generally as a member of the mammalian order of 
the Primates; but 1t is a problem to know just how to class him 
and he looks like being a misfit to the end of his career, He is 
quite unlike the other primates the apes, monkeys, marmos 
lemurs and tarsiers in that he is the only really destructive pre- 
dator animal known to biology. His diet is almost completely 
omnivorous, including cannibalistic habits and the eating of 
carrion as well as vegetable matter. The human embryo shows 
branchial clefts and a well developed tail, indicating descent 
from original existence in the sea and a probable subsequent 
arboreal stage. There is something to be said for those who do 
not agree with the theory on eyolution in this case, for it is 
difficult to imagine that the so often cruel aggressive largely 
carnivorous creature man could have come from a common 
ancestor which also produced the inoffensive chimpanzee and 
gorilla whose one desire in life is to be left alone in peace. 


Mrrrat stenosis: Constriction of one of the valves of the heart. 


Monxzv isrann: An open deck structure above the esl wa 
a ship’s main bridge and which carries the түе 
often part of the radar and direction finding equip 


Е { les. 
Orcas : The name given by the penguins to the Killer whal \ 
і nsive 
Pack св: A concentration of ice floes which ong Ыр сае, of 
level field; or be hummocked due to brew Ули touch, and 
wind and sea. Open pack is where the Am specially strength- 
navigation through it by an ordinary — floes are mostly 
ened is comparatively easy. Close pack 1s 


x ice: Thin 
Pancak enter in pen 
diameter 

‘ice porri 


dge’ from rubbing together. — 
ритоск : Young saithe or coalfish (S 


Pirie: The Shetland names have evol 
sources, mainly Scots and Norv 
expressive. The word 'pirie" ( as in ‘it 
pronounced ‘peerie’ (the emphasis 
conveys the meaning very little. 


Рглмктом (from Gk. wandering): The great 
plant (phytoplankton) and animal (zoop 

€ ocean currents. As distinct from 

which have some power to swim against 

the fishes; and the Benthos, the bottom d 
crawling on the sea floor, sponges wo: 
forms are mainly microscopical, formi 
forms such as the krill. The group reall; 
jelly-fish and the drifting Sargassum weed. 

and larvae which drift for a time as plankto 


of our sea bed spawning herring hatch. 
join these others. 


Rarrine 1сЕ: A milder form of the hea ressure i 
troyed Shackleton’s ship Eade Ыр, B : 


icc driven by wind or heavy tide is p 


iceberg or resisting land, when floes ride 
another. | 


ntaining su I а! 
the leaves. 


tn 


barking 
ductiong 


nets can be 


Scupprrs: The hin 
swimming, 


Vor: Arm of the sea 


loch, 


Wiss : Whine (Sh 
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